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ACT I 

LoBD William Dsouondt's mansion in Park Lane. 
EigM o'dock of the etcning. Little Anns 
Dbohondt and the large footman, Jaues, gaitnt 
and grim, discovered in the wine celiar, by light 
of gat. Jaics^, in j^uth breeckee, it tweeting wine. 

L. Annk. Junes, are you really James ? 

Jahes. No, my proper name's John. 

L. Ahnb. (% ! [A pause] And is Cliaries's an im- 
proper name too ? 

James. His proper name's Mark. 

L. Amne. Then ia Thomas Matthew? 

James. Misa Anne, stand clear o' that bin. Youll 
put your foot through one o' those 'ock bottles. 

L. Anne. No, but Jamea — ^H^iry might be Luke, 
reaUyP 

James. Now shut it. Miss Anne ! 

L. Anne. Who gave you those names P Not your 
godfathers and godmothers? 

James. Poulder. Butlers think they're the Al- 
mighty. [GloomUp] But his name's Bartholomew. 

L. Anne. Bartholomew Foulder P It's rather jolly. 

James. It's hidjeous. 

L. Anne. Which do you like to be called— John or 
James? 

Onritlit, IB«l, bf CtolM SarOmi'i Sow 



i THE PODNDATIONS act i 

James. I don't give a dam. 

L. Ahke. What is a damP 

Jauzb. Tain't in the dictionai?. 

L. Anne. Do you like my name? Anne Dro- 
mondy ? It's old, you know. But it's funny, isn't it i 

James. [Ind^eretitly] It'll pass. 

L. Ankb. How many bottlea have you got to pick 
out? 

Jambs. Thirty-four. 

L. Anne. Are they all for the dinner, or for the 
people who come in to the Anti-Sweating Meeting 
afterwards? 

Jambs. All for the dinner. They give the Sweated 
—tea. 

L. Anke. All for the dinner? They'll driidc too 
much, won't they ? 

Jambs. We've got to be on the safe side. 

L. Anmi!. Will it be safer if they drink too mudi ? 

Jambs paiuea in the net of duttmg a battie to 

iaok at her, aa ij aufpeeUng iron)/. 

\Sn^ng\ Isn't the smell delidous hae — like the taste 

of dimies when they've gone had — [<SAs nt^fs agaiB\ 

a.nA mushrooms; and boot bladdng 

James. That's the escape of gas. 

L. Anns. Has the plumber's man been ? 

Jambb. Yes. 

L. Ankb. Which one? 

Jamxb. little blighter Tve never seen bdote. 

L. Amnb. What is a little UigbtcrP Can /see? 

Jambs. He's just gone. 
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ACT I IBE FOUNDATIONS 3 

L. Annb. [Straifutfi] Oh! . . . Juaa, are these 
really the f ound&tioiu ? 

Jahbb. You might *aif say bo. There's a lot under 
a woppia' big house like this; you can't hardly get to 
the bottom of it. 

L. Anhb. Everything's buOt on something, isn't it? 
And what's that built on ? 

Jamih. Ask another. 

L. Anke. If you wanted to blow it up, though, 
you'd have to begin from here, wouldn't you? 

Jaius. liVho'd want to blow it up ? 

L. Anns. It would make a mesa in Park Lane. 

Jamxb. I've seen a lot bigger messes than this'd 
make, out in the war. 

L. Anne. Oh! but that's years ago! Was it like 
this in the trenches, James? 

Jahss. [Orimli/] Ah! 'C^ that you couldn't lay 
your 'and on a bottle o' pott when you wanted one. 

'L. Anni. Do you, when you want it, here? 

Jamsb. [Or gtiardl I only suggest it's possible. 

L. Amras. Perhaps Poulder does. 

JAKSft. [leUy] I say nothin' about that. 

L. Annz. Oh ! Do say something I 

Jauxs. I'm ashamed of you. Miss Anne, pumpin' me 1 

L. Anns. [Bepnad^vBy] I'm not pumpin' ! I only 
want to make Poidder jump when I ask him. 

Jahzb. [Orinning] Try it cm your own reqwnaibili^, 
then; don't bring me io I 

L. Annz. [SwUdmtftiffl James, do you think tliere's 
gcung to be a bloody revolutira? 
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4 THE FOUNDATIONS act i 

iAtaa. [ShoeJcedi I shouldn't use tlwt word, at your 
age. 

L. Anhb. Why not? Daddy used it this monung 
to Mother. [Imaiating] "The country's m an awful 
state, darling; there's going to be a bloody revolutioa, 
and we shaU all be blown sky-high." Do you like 
Daddy? 

Jambs. [Taken abaek] lAke Loid William? What 
do you think? We chaps would ha' done anything 
for him out there in the war. 

L. Amis. He never says that — he always says he'd 
have dcaie anjrtMng for ypu I 

Jauss. Well — ^that's the same thing. 

L. Annh. It isn't — it's the opposite. What is class 
haired, James? 

James. [Wiae^] Ah ! A lot o' petqile Uioiight when 
the war was over tbere'd be no more o' that. [He mig- 
ffert] Used to amuse me to read in the papers about 
the wonderful uni^ that was comin'. I could ha* 
tc4d 'emdifferoit. 

h. Annx. Why should pec^ile hate? I like every- 
body. 

Jambs. You know such a lot o* people, d<»i't you? 

L. Annz. Well, Daddy likes evoybody, and Mother 
likes everybody, except the people who doa't like 
Daddy. I bar Miss Stokes, oi course; but then, who 
wouldn't? 

James. [WUh a touch Cjf pkiiotopk}/] That's right — 
• we an ban them tkat tries to get something out of us. 

L. Anne. Who do yov bar, James? 
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ACT I THE FOUNDATIONS 5 

James. Wdl — [Enjoying the iuxuT]/ <f iliaugMi-~ 
^>eaking geoenUl^, I bar everybody that looks down 
their oows &t me. Out there in the trenches, there'd 
come B shell, and orfd go some orficer's head, an' Fd 
tiunk: That might ha' been me — we're all equal in the 
sight o' the stars. But when I got home again amraig 
the toifs, I says to meself: Out there, ye know, you 
filled a hole as well as me; but here you've put it on ' 
Sgun, with mufti. 

L. Aiim. Jamea, are your biveehes made of mufti ? 

James. [Coniemjiatmg kit legt wUh a eertain eon- 
Itmpii Ah t Footmen wci« to ha' bem off; but Lord 
William was scared we wouldn't get jobs in the rush. 
We're on his craisdence, and it's on my consdeace 
that I've been on his hmg enough — so, now Fve saved 
a bit, Fni gom' to take mesdf orf it. 

L> Ashe. CNi ! Are you going ? Where 7 

Jambs. lAsaeinbling the loH boUkt] Out o' Blighty! 

L. Aunb. Is a little tdighter a litUe Bnglishman ? 

Jauib. [fmiorrassadl Well — 'e can be. 

L Ankx. IMiuinf] James — we're quite safe down 
here, ar^i't wc, in a revolutioQ ? pnly, we wouldn't 
have fuD. Which would you rather— be sate, tx have 
fun? 

Jambs. {Orim^] Well, I had my bit o' fun in tlie war. 

L. Astm. I like fun that happens whoi you're not 



Jambs. Do youP You'd ha' been just suited. 
L. Amn. James, is there a future 1%? MivStdEes 
says so. 
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6 THE FOUNDATIONS act i 

James. It's a belief, in the middle dassea. 

L. Anns. What are the middle classes P 

Jaios. Anything from two 'imdred a year to super- 
tax. 

L. Anns. Sfothcr says they're terrible. la Miss 
Stokes middle dass? 

Jamis. Yes. 

L. Annid. Then I expect tbxsy are terrible. She's 
awfully virtuous, though, isn't she ? 

Jaios. "Tisii't BO much the bein' virtuous, as the 
lookin' it, that's awful. 

L. Anns. Are all the middle classes virtuous? Is 
Poulder? 

James. [Dvinoiul]/] Well. . . . Ask him! 

L. Anns. Yes. I will. Look ! 

From an empty bin on the ground level the 
pick* up a lighted taper, burnt almott to 
the end. 

Jambs. [Conlem^ating it] Careless ! 

L. Amns. Ob ! And look ! [She potrda to a romdat 
metal object lying in the bin, elcwe to where the taper 
leaa] It's a bomb ! 

She ia about to pick U up when Saaa lakaa 
her by the waiat and putt her aaide. 

James. [Sternly] You stand back there! I don't 
like the look o' that ! 

L. Anns, [With inienae interest] Is it really a bomb? 
What fun! 

Jambs. Go and fetch Poulder while I keep an eye 
on it. 
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ACTi THE FOUNDATIONS 7 

I» Ahnz. [On tiptoe cf excitement] If only I can 
nuke him jump! Ofa, Junes! we needn't put the 
light out, need weP 

Jamxb. No. Clear off and get him, and don't you 
come back. 
L. Anns. Oh ! but I must ! I found it 1 
Jahw. Cut along. 
L. Anmb. Shall we bring a budcet? 
Jahss. Yes. {Ahmx fliei off. 

[Q<mng at the olyecH Near got lluniglit I'd seen 
enough o' than to last my time. That little gas 
blighter ! He looked a rum 'un, too— one o' these 'ere 
Bfrfshies. 

In the pmenee of titu grim object the hAitt 
ef the pott are too muck for him. Be tUs an 
the ground, teaninff agaiiut otu f^ the boOle 
baekete, keeping hie eye* on the hotfA, kit 
large, lean, gorgeoiu body wpread, one dhow 
on hie pbuh knee. Taking out on empty 
pipe, he piaoea if mechaniaaUy, bovH doum, 
betioeen hie lipe. There enter, behind him, 
<u from a oommunioation IretuA, PouiiDEB, 
ut miaOoiB-taiie, toUh Ijttlii Ahne behind 

L. Akkx. {Peering round Aim — ecetatie] Hurrah! 
Not gone off yetl It can't — can it — while James is 
sitting on it? 

Pomj}XB. \yery broad and ttout, with tquare thoul- 
dere, a large rvddy face, amd a imaU nunith] No noise. 
Miss. James I 
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8 THE FOUNDATIONS act i 

Jahib. HaUo! 

PoULDBE. What's all this? 

Jakes. Bomb! 

FouLDES. Mias Anne, oS you go, and don't you 

L. Asm. Come bock again ! I know 1 [iS^ flie*. 

Jambb. [Extertding kia hand wiih the ^pvpe in if] See ! 

Fouui&B. [iSewrely] You've been at it again ! Look 
here, you're not in the trenches now. Get up ! What 
are your breeches goin' to be like? You might break 
a bottle any moment I 

Jahes. [Riairm wiih a jerk to a tort of " Atten^tMt"\ 
liook. here, you starched antiquity, you and I and that 
bomb are here in the sight of the stars. If you don't 
look out I'll stamp on it and blow us all to glory [ 
Drop your civilian swank ! 

PoDiJ>EB. [Seeing red\ Hoi Because you had the 
privilege of fightin' for your country, you still think 
you can put it on, do you? Take up your wine I 
"Foa my word, you fdlera have got no nerve left ! 

James makes a mddett twoop, lifts the bomb 
and poisea it in both hands. Pouldeb 
recoils against a bin and gaxes at the object, 

Jamxs. Fut up your hands ! 

FouiJiEB. I defy you to make me ridiculous. 

Jauxs. [Fiercely] Up with 'em ! 

Focldeb's hands go up in an wuxmtroBabk 
sjxum, which he subdues almost instancy, 
pulling them down again. 

Jambb. Very good. [He lowers the bomb. 

PouLDEB. [Surprisedl I never lifted 'em. 

Jambb. You'd have made a fiist-class Boche, 



ACT I THE FOUNDATIONS 9 

Foulder. Take the bomb yourself; you're in cbarge 
of ihi^ section. 

Foulder. [Pouting] It's no part of my duty to 
carry menial objects; if you're afraid of it I'll send 
"Enry. 

Jahis. Afraid ! You 'Op o' me thumb ! 

From the " armmumcation trmtek ' ' appean 
hnrnjD Amm, joUowed by a thin, »harp, 
taUoiD-faeed man of tMrty-jwie or go, and 
tmoOter Footuam, carrying a wine-cooler. 

L. Amm. Tve brought the bucket, and the Press. 

Pbebs. [In front (^ PottuJBa'B round eyes and mmah\ 
Ah, major domo, I was just taking the names of the 
AntJ-Swea^Qg dinnw. [He catches sight of the b<md> 
in Jjiiaa'Bhandl By George! What A.l. irony! [He 
brings out a n(4e-book and writes] "Highest class dining 
to relieve distress of lowest class — bombed by same !" 
Tipping I [He rubs his hands]. 

Pouu)SR, [Drawing himse^ up] Sit? This is pres- 
ent 1 [He indicates Anne tmth the fiat of his hand.] 

L. Anni. I found the bomb. 

PsESa. [Absorbed] By Jovel This is a piece of 
luck ! [He writes. 

PouLDBR. [Ohsermng him] This won't do — ^it won't 
do at all ! 

PHEsa. [Writing — i^>sorbed] "Be^imiing of the Brit^ 
iah Bevolution!" 

PouLDEB. [7*0 Jaues] Put it in the cooler. 'Eniy, 
'old up the cooler. Gently! Miss Anne, get be'ind 
the Press. 

Jausb. [QrivU]/ — holding the bomb above the coofer] It 
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10 THE FOTJNDATIONS act i 

vtm't be the Press that'll stop Miw Anne goin' to 
"Eaven If tmt o' Has sort goes oS. Look out! I'm 
goin' to (Irop it. 

AiiL rmotl. Hbskt putt Aa eooler doun and 
iackaawat/- 

L. Annb. IDmusing forviard\ Oh 1 Let me see 1 I 
missed all the war, you know t 

Jahcb bmart the bomb into the cooler. 

PoTTLDSB. [Regaminj courage — to Thb Pbibs, wAo 
u aerHMing in hit nofe-6ooJfc] It you mentum this before 
the police lay their hands on it, itil be contempt o' 
Court. 

Pbdbs. [Struot] I say, nuqor domo, don't call in 
the police t 'That's the last resort. Let me do the 
Sherlocking for you. Who's been down here? 

L. Anns. Tlie plumber's man about the gas — a 
little blighter we'd never seen before. 

Jambb. Lives dose by, in Royal Court Sbnvs — No. S. 
I had « wwd with him before he came down. Lcanmy 
his name is. 

pBsae. "Lernmy!" [Na^ the addrett] Bigbt-ol 

L. Amis. Ob ! Do let me ocmie wHh you ! 

PoULDSB. [Barring (As to^] Tvc got to li^ it all 
before Lord William. 

Fbess. Ahl What's he like? 

PocLDSR. [Wilh digmiy\ A geaitleman. nr. 

Press. Then he won't want the police in. 

PoBiAZB. Nor the Press, if I may go so far as to 
say so. 

SS. One to you! But I defy you to keep this 
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from tix Preas, major domo. This is the most mg- 
nificaiit thing that has happened in our time. Guy 
Fawkes ia nothing to it, The foundations of Society 
reeUng ! By George, it's a second Bethlehem t 

Ponu>BB. [To Jajob] Take up your wine and follov 
me. 'Enry, brii^ the cooler. Miss Anne, precede us. 
[To Tarn Fbbbb) You defy me? Very well; Pm gtnn' 
to lock you up bcK. 

Fbbsb. [Vneaay] I say — ^this is medieval. 

[Be attempU to past. 

FoULOEB. [Barring the waf/] Not so! James, put 
him up in that empty 'ock bin. We can't have dinser 
disturbed in any way. 

Samxb. [PtdHng Am handa on Thz Pbbsb'b thotdden] 
Look here — go quiet ! I've had a grudge against you 
yellow newspaper boys ever since the war — trothin' 
iqt your duly hate, an' makin' the Huns desperate. 
You oeai^ took my life five hundred dmes out there. 
If you squeal, Tm goiu' to take yours once — and that'll 
be enough. 

Pbssh. That's awfully unjnst. Fm not ydknv I 

Jahss. Well, you look iL Hup. 

Pbcss. Little Lady Anne, haven't you any authority 
with these fellows? 

L. Anne. [ReniHng Fotnjna'B jrretrure] I won't 
go ! I singly vaut see James put him up ! 

Pribs. Now, I warn you all plainly — there'll be a 
leader on this. 

[He tries to bolt, but u tmd by iAiaa. 
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Jambs. [IronieaUy] Ho! 

Fbess. My paper has the biggest mfluer 

Jaisxb. That's th« one! Git up in that *ock bin, 
and mind your feet among the claret 

Pbesb. This is an outrage on the Press. 

James. Then it'll wipe out one by the Press on the 
Public — an' leave just a million over ! Hup ! 

PouLDBB. "Enry, ^ve 'im an 'and. 

The I^bss mmmta, atiitted by Jambs and 

HXNBT. 

L. Annb. [Ee^a^] It's lovely E 
PooLSER. [Nervoudy] Mind Che 'S7 1 Mind ! 
James. Mind your feet in Mr. Ponlder's favourite 
wine! 

A Woman's miee is heard, as from the depths 
of a cane, caUing "Anne I Atate I" 
h. Ahnii. \Aghaa] Miss Stokes — I must hide ! 

She gets behind Poulder. The three Sermnts 
achietie dignified posHUmt in front cf the 
bine. The voice comes nearer. The Press 
mie dangling hie feel, grinning. Miss 
Stoesb appears. She it a vxtman <^ forUj- 
five and terribly good manners. Her greyish 
haw is Tolied back off her forehead. She is 
in a high evenittg dress, and in the dint Ught 
radiates a startled composvre. 
iSiBB S. Poulder, where ia Miss Anne ? 

[Ankb lays hold cf the backs of his legs. 
PoDLDiiB. [Winctnn] I am not in a pontkm to in- 
tona you, Miaa. 
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ACT I THE FOUNDATIONS IS 

MiBS S. They told me she was down here. And 
what is all this about a bomb ? 

FoiTLOSB. [L^ng his hand in a adming manner] 
llie crisis is past; we have it in ice, Miss. 'Enry, show 
Idjss Stokes ! [Henbt indicatea the cooler. 

MiaB S. Good gracious ! Does Lord WHliam know ? 

Poin:j>EB. Not at present. Miss. 

MtBB S. But he ought to, at cmce. 

PocLDEB. We 'aVe 'ad complications. 

MiBS S. [Caickinff aighi of the legs qf Thb FBbbsI 
Dear me ! What are those ? 

Jaiob. [Oloomitj/] The complications. 

MiBB Stokss puts up her gUutes and ataret 
at Ihem. 

PasBB. [CheeifuU]/] Miss Stok«s, would you kindly 
tell Lord \miiam I'm here from the Press, and would 
like to e^ieak to himP 

MiBS S. But — er — why are you up there? 

Jahbb. 'E got up out o' ranorse. Miss. 

Miss S. What do you mean, James ? 

Phess. [Warmiy] Miss Stokes, I appea! io you. Is 
it tail to attribute responsibility to an unsigned Jour- 
nalist for what he has to aayP 

James. [Sepidchraiij/] Yes, when you've got 'im in 
a nice dark place. 

MiBS S. James, be more rei^tectfull We owe the 
Press a very great debt 

James. I'm goin' to pay it. Miss. 

Miss S. [At a hat] Foulder, this is really most 

PotniOEB. Fm bound to keep the Press out of temp- 
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tation, Wiat. tiO I've I^ it all before Ixvd William. 
'Enry, take up the cooler. Jamea, wateli 'im till we 
get clear, then l»iiig on the test of the wine and lock 
up. Now, Miss. 

MtSB S. But where U Anne ? 

Fhsh. Mias Stokes, as a lady ! 

AbBB S. I shall go and fetch Lord ^mUaml 

PouuiHR. We will all go, Misa. 

L. Annb. [Riuking out from behind kit legi[ No — me 1 

She dudet i/taa Stokes and vaniiket, foUomed 

hy that dtatracted but tHU weU-mannered lady. 

Pauutmu [I/xAing at hit joatdi] 'Enry, leave the 
cooler, and take up the wine; teD Thomas to lay it 
out; get the champagne into ice, and 'ave Charles 
'andy in the 'aO in case some literary bounder comes 
punctual. [Hbhbt taket up the wine and goet, 

PaaSB. [Above hit head] I say, let me down. This 
is a bit undignified, you know. My paper's a great 
organ. 

Poiiu>i3i. [After a momenta hetiiation] Well — take 
'im down, James; he'll do some mischief among the 
bottles. 

Jakes. *0p off your base, and trust to me. 

The Press ilidea ojf the bin'a edge, u received 
by Jahes, and not landed gently. 

PoTiLDER. [Contemplating him] The incident's closed; 
so ill-feeling, I hope? 

FKbss. No-o. 

PouLDEK. That's right. [Clearing hit throat] While 
we're waitin' for Lord William — if you're interested in 
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-wine — [PkUoaopkieail]/] you can read the hlatwy <^ the 
times m thia cellar. Take 'ock. [He jwinU to a bin] 
Not a bottle gone. German product, of course. Nov, 
that 'och u 'avin' the time of its life — maturin' graadlj'; 
got a wonderful chance. About the time we're briogiD' 
oursdvea to drink it, we shall be bavin' the nert great 
war. Whli luck that 'ode ma; He there anothor quar- 
ter of a century, and a sweet pretty wine it'll be. I 
only hope I may be ben to drink it. Ah I [He thaket 
ki» headl — but look at claret ! Hmes are hard on claret. 
We're givin' it an awful doin*. Now, there's a Ponty 
Canny [He jxtintt io a (tn] — if we weren't so 'opelessly 
allied with France, that wine would have a reasonable 
future. As it is — none I We drink it up and up; not 
more than sixty dozen left. And where's its equal to 
come horn for a dinner wine — ah! I ask you? On 
the other hand, port is steady; made in a little country, 
all but the cobwebs and the old boot flavour; guaran- 
teed by the British Navy; we may 'ope for the best 
with port Do you drink it? 

Press. When I get the chance. 

PouLDBB. Ah ! [Cleare his tkroail I've often wanted 
to ask: What do they pay you — if it's not indelicate? 
[Tbb Fsbss thrvgt his ahoiMer*. 
Can you do it at the money? 

{The Fbbbs ekakea M» head. 
Still — it's an easy life I I've r^retted sometimes that 
I didn't have a shot at it myself; inSuencin' other 
people without disclosin' your identity — something 
very attractive ^»ut that. [Ltftoermg hit voice\ Be- 
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tween man and man, aow^ — what do you think of tbt 
HtuatioQ of the couQtiy — these processions of the un- 
emi^oyed — the IBed I^lag an' the MarsiOai^r in Ihe 
streeta — all this talk about an upheaval P 

Press. Well, ^leaking as a Socialist 

PouLDEB. \4^omidedl Yfbj, I thought your paper 
was Twyl 
Frebs. So it is. That's nothing 1 
FoDiiDBR. [Open-mouUudl Dear me ! [Poinimf to Ike 
bomb] So you really think there's Bometbing in this ? 
James. [SepiikhraUy] 'Igh explosive. 
Fbbbb. [Taking out his ruHe-book] Too much, any- 
way, to let it drop. 

[A jieaiaiU voice eaUa "Potddar I Bailo I" 
PouiJ>EK. [Forming a tram-pet wOk hie handi Me 
Lord! 

Aa LoBD WtujAH appeart, Jaues, oeercome 

by reminiieeneee, lalalei, and u mechanical^ 

antvxred. Lord Williau hai "charm." 

Hie hair and vumetache are criap and jiut 

begiraiinff to grvsde. Hie bearing i» free, 

eaey, and only faintl]/ armoured. He wiU 

go far to meet you any day. He i» in fuU 

evening drett. 

LoBO W. [CheeifvUy] 1 say, Poulder, what have you 

and James been doing to the Press? Liberty of the 

Press — it isn't what it was, but there is a limit. Where 

is he? 

He turns to Jakes between whom and Mnadf 
there is stUl the Jreemasonry of the trenches. 
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Jambs. [PoitOmg to Foitldbr} Be'ind the parapet, 
me Lord. 

Thb Prisb moKi out from uAav Ju hat tn- 

vohmtarilp been tenened by Fom.DBB, who 

looks at Jambs leverdy. Loan William 

hides a smUe. 

PsiBS. Very glad to meet ]^>u, Li»d William. My 

presence down htxe is quite iavoluntaiy. 

Lord W. [With a charming tirnfe] I know. The 
Press has to put its — er — ^to go to the bottom of every- 
thing. Where's this bomb, PouIderP Ahl 

\He looks into the wine coder. 
Vbxsb. {Taking out his nole-bo(Jc\ Could I have a 
word with you on the crisis, before dinner. Lord 
William? 

Loss W. It's time you and James v(9« up, Foulder. 
\Indicidmg the coder] Look after this; tell Lady Wlliam 
rii be thox in a minute. 
PociAES. Very good, me Lord. 

He goes, fdlouxd by James carrying the coder. 

As Ths Pbebb turns to look t^ter them, Losd 

William catches sight of his back. 

LoBD W. I must apologise, sir. Can I brush you ? 

t^BBS. [Dusting himself\ Thanks; it's only behind. 

[He opens his nolt-iook] Now, Lord William, if you'd 

kindly outline your views on the national situation; 

after such a narrow escape from death, I feel they 

might have a moral effect. My paper, as you know, 

is concerned with the deeper aspect of things. By the 

way, what do you value your house and collection at ? 
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Lord W. [Twi^ng ki$ lUde vumiUuiie] Really — I 
can't! B«ally! 

Prbsb. Might I Bay a quarter of a nuUion — ^lifted in 
two seconds and a half — hundrad tiwiuand to the 
second. It bnngs it home, you know. 

Lcnn W. No>no;daahitt No! 

Fbbss. [DisapjxritUtdi I see — not draw attrition to 
your property in the present excited state of public 
feeling? Well, suppose we ai^>roach it from the view- 
point of the Anti-Sweating dinner. I hare the list ol 
guests — very weighty ! 

LoBD W. Taken some lifting — wouldn't th^? 

FaseB. [Smmtrijrl May I say that you designed the 
dinner to soften the tension, at this crisis ? You saw 
that case, t suppose, tliis nKnniog, of tlie woman dying 
of starvation in Bethnal Green? 

LoBD W. [DetperiOdy] Yes — yes ! Tve been IioiTi- 
bly adFected, I always knew this slump would come 
after the war, sooner or later. 

Fbbss. [WrUing] "... had predicted slump." 

Lord W. You see, I've been an Anti-Sweating man 
for years, and I thought if only we could come together 

F&xas. [Nodding] I see — I seel Get Sodety inter- 
ested in the Sweated, through the dinner. I have the 
menu here. [He prodvcei it. 

Lord W. Good God, man — more than that! I 
want to show the pe<q>le that we stand side by side 
with them, as we did in the trenches. The whc4e 
thing's too jolly awful. I lie awake over it. 

[Be uxiHa up and down. 
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Press. [SeriiUiat] One moment, please. I'D jiut 
get thftt down — "Too jolly awful — lies awake over it. 
Was weaiing a white waistcoat with pearl buttons." 
[At a »iffn (^ reaetitmeni from hia victim.] I want the 
human touch. Lord William — it's eTerything in my 
paper. What do you say about this attempt to bomb 
you? 

Lord W. Wdl, in a wsty I think it's d — d natural. 

Friss. [Soribbling] "Lead William tliought it d— d 
natural." 

Lord W. [(harhearinif] No, no; don't put that 
down. What I mean is, I should like to get hcdd of 
those fellows that are singing the Maneillaise about 
the streets — fellows that have been in the war — real 
sports they are, you know — thorough good chaps at 
bottom — and say to them; "Have a feeling heart, 
boys; put yourself in mj position." I don't believe 
a bit tb^'d want to bomb me then. 

IH» vaOa up and down. 

Fbibs. [ScribbUng and muttering] "The idea of 

brotherhood " D'you mind my saying that? 

Word brotlterhood — alw^s effective — always 

[Stwrilea. 

Lord W. [Bmmldergdl "Brotiierhood 1" Wdl, it's 
pure accident that I'm here and they're tliere. All 
the same, I can't pretend to be starving. Can't go I 
out into Hyde Fai^ and stand on a tub, can I? But 
if I could only ahow them what I feel — they're such | 
good chupa — poat devils. 

Prxss. I quite tqipredate ! [He writea] "Camd and 
needle's eye." You were at Eton and Oxford? Youir 
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coiuUtitency I know. Clubs ? But I can get all that. 
Is it your view that Christianity is on the up-grade, 
I.ord William? 

Lord W. [Dubioug] What d'you mean by Chriati- 
ftnity — loving-ldndnesB and that? Of course I think 
that dogma's got the knock. [He loalka. 

FRBsa. [Writing] "Lord William thought dogma 
had got the knock." I should like you just to develop 
your definition of Christianity. "Loving-ldndiiess" — 
sinkes rather a new note. 

Lord W. Netof What about the Sermon on the 
Mount? 

Fbebs. [Wrttuif] "Befers to Sermon on Mount." I 
take it you don't bel(»ig to any Church, Lord William ? 

Lord W. lExaaperated\ Well, really — I've been bap- 
tised and that soxt of thing. But look here 

Frisb. Oh! you can trust me — I shan't say any- 
thing that youll regret Now, do you consider that 
a religioua revival would help to qukt the country ? 

Lord W. Well, I think it would be a deuced good 
tiling if everybody were a bit more kind. 

PsEBB. Ah! [Mtuing] I feel that your views are 
striking (uifpnal. Lord William. If you could just 
open out on them a little more? How far would you 
^ply kindness in practice? 

Lord W. Can you ^>ply it in thecoy ? 

Frebs. I believe it is done. But would you allow 
yourself to be blown up with impunity? 

Lord W. Well, that's a bit extreme. But Z quite 
Bjnnpathise with this chap. Iroagine yourself in his 
shoes. He sees a huge house, all these bottles, us swill- 
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ing them down; perliapa lie's got a starving wife, or 
consumptive kicU. 

PaxHB. [WriHnu and vmrmuring] Um-m ! "Kida," 

LoBD W. He thinks: "But for the grace of God, 
there swill I. Why should that blighter have every- 
thing and I nothing?" and all that. 

Pbbss. [Writing] "And all that." lEagerlt/] Yea? 

LoKD W. And gradually — you see — this contrast — 
becomes an obsession with him. "There's got to be 
an example made," he thinks; and-~^x — he mfilr™ it, 
don't you know? 

PsBss. [fTrih'ny] Ye-es? And — when you're the 
example? 

Lord W. Well, you feel a bit blue, of course. Bitt 
my point is that you quite see it. 

Fbess. From the other world. Do you believe in 
a future life. Lord William? The public took a lot 
of interest in the question, if you remember, at the 
time of the war. It might revive at any moment, if 
there's to be a revolution. 

LoBO W. The wish is idways father to the thought, 
isn't it? 

Press. Yes! But — er — doesn't the question of a 
future life rather bear on your point about kindness ? 
If there isn't one — why be kind ? 

Loan W. WeD, I should say one oughtn't to be 
kind (or any motive — that's self-interest; but just 
because one feels it, don't you know, 

Fkbbb. [Writing rigorotttlpl That's very new — very 

Lord W. [Smplg] You chapa are wonderful. 
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Fbebb. [DoubtfvUy] You mean we're — we're 

Lord W. No, le&lly. You have such a d — d hard 
time. It must be perfectly beastly to interview fel- 
lows like me. 

pBiaa. Oh 1 Not at all, hard William. Not at aU. 
I assure you compared with a literary man, it's — it's 
almost heavenly. 

LoBD W. You mugt have a wonderful knowledge of 
thiu^ 

PRBBB. [BruUmg a little] Well— I shouldn't say that. 

LoBD W. I don't see how you caa avoid it. You 
turn your hands to everything. 

Fbxss. [Modettij/l Well — yes, yes. 

Lord W. I say: Is there really going to be a revolu- 
tion, or are you "v^^l"'"g it up, you Press 7 

PsEBB. We don't know. We never know whether 
we come before the event, or it comes before us. 

Lord W. That's very deep — very deep. D'you 

mind leading me your note-book a moment. I'd like 

to stkk that down. All right, I'll use the other end. 

[Thb Fkesb hands it l^/pnoticaUy. 

LoBO W. IJatting] Thanks awfully. Now what's 
your real opinicm of the situation? 

Pbbsb. As a man or a Press man? 

Lord W. Is there any diS^ence? 

PBXsa. Is there any connection? 

Lord W. Well, as a man. 

PaxBB. As a man, I think it's rotten. 

Ijobd W. [Jotting/] "Rotten." And as a pressman? 

Fbesb. [Smiling] Prime. 
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LoBO W. T/baXl like a Stiltoa cheese. Ha, ha! 
[He it about to write. 

Fbxas. My atantt Li>rd Winiam. Tou uid that. 

[Be joU it on kit e^f . 

Lord W. Bot look heret Would you say that a 
strong press movement would help to quiet the country ? 

Press. Well, as you ask me. Lord William. Ill tell 
you. No newspapers for a month would do the trick. 

Lord W. [/otftRf] By Jove! That's brilliant 

Prbss. Yes, but I should starve. [He guddenlf/ Unlet 
up, and hit eyet, like gimielt, bore their way itUo Lord 
Wiujam'b pleatant, troubled face] Lord William, you 
could do me a real Idndness. Authorise me to go and 
interview the fellow who left the bomb here; I've got 
his address. I promise you to do it most discreetly. 
Fact is — well — I'm in low water. Since the war we 
simply can't get sensation enough tor the new taste. 
Now, if I could have an article headed: "Bombed and 
Bomber" — sort of double interview, you know, it'd 
very likdy set me on my legs again. [Very eametUy] 
Iiocdc ! [He hnidt out kit frayed rorittbandt. 

Lord W. [Gratping kit hand\ My dear chap, cer- 
tainly. Go and interview this blighter, and then 
bring him round here. You can do that for me. I'd 
very much like to see him, as a matter of fact. 

Pbbbb. Thanks awfully; I shall never f(n^et it. OhI 
might I have my note-book? 

[Lord Wiujau kandt it baek. 

Lord W. And look here, if there's anything — when 

a fdlow's ffHiunate and another's not 

[Be putt hie hand into kit breatt pocket. 
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FBnea. Oh, thank you ! But you aee, I shall have 
to mite you up a bit. Lord William. The old aris- 
tocracy — ^you know what the public sUll expects; if 

you were to lend me money, you might (eel 

Lord W. By Jove! Never should have dreamt 

Fbxss. No ! But it wouldn't do. Have you a pho- 
tograph of yourself. 
Lord W. Not on me. 

Press. IHty ! By the way, has It occurred to you 
that there may be another bomb on the premises ? 
Lord W. Phew ! I'll have a look. 

Be looks at hU wUch, and hegim hurriedly 
searching the bins, bending down and going 
on his knees. The Prxss reeenes th^ note- 
book again and sketches him. 
Press. [To himselfl Ahl That'll do. "Lord Wil- 
liam examines the foundations of his house." 

A toice eaUs "Bill t" Thx Prxbs snaps the 

nole-iook to, and looks up. There, where the 

"communieation trench" nine in, riands a 

tall and degant woman in the extreme <jf 

evening dress. 

[Wiih -presence of m.ind[ Lady William? You'll find 

Lord William — Oh! Have you a photograph of himP 

Ladt W. Not on me. 

Fresb. {Eyeing h£r\ Er — no — ^I suppose not — tto. 
Excuse me ! [He sidies past her and it gone. 

Lady W. [With lifted eyebroios] Bill ! 
Lord W. [Emerging, diaHng his kneee] Hallo, Ndl I 
I was just making sure there wasn't another bmnb. 
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Ladv W. Yes; that's why I ctune down. Who was 
that person? 

Lord W. Press. 

Lady W. He looked awfully ydlow. I hopt you 
haven't been giving yourself away. 

Lord W. [Di^ioudp] Well, I don't k&ow. They're 
like corkscrews. 

Ladt W. What did he adc you? 

Lotd W. What didn't he? 

Ladt W. WeU, what did you teU him ? 

LoED W. That rd been baptised — but he promised 
not to put it down. 

Ladt W. Bill, you ue absurd. 

[She gieet a Ught lUde iaugh. 

LoBD W. I don't remember anything else, exc^t 
that it was quite natural we should be bombed, don't 
you know. 

Ladt W. Why, what hann have we done? 

Lord W. Been bom, my dear. [Suddenly terioiu] 
I say, Nell, how am I to tdl what this fellow felt when 
he left that bomb here? 

Ladt W. Why do you wont to? 

LoBD W. Out there one used to know what one's 
men felt 

Last W. [Staring] My dear boy, I really don't 
think you otight to see the Press; it always upsets you. 

Lord W. Wellt Why should you and I be going 
to eat ourselves silly to improve the condition of the 
sweated, when 

Ladt W. [Caimiy\ When they're going to "im- 
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prove" OUI8, if we don't look out. We've got to get 
in first. Bill. 

Lord W. [(^oomUy] I know. It's all fear. That's 
it! Here we are, and here we shall st^ — as if there'd 
never been a war. 

hiSY W. Well, thank heaven there's no "front" to 
a revolution. You and I can go to glory together this 
time. Compact ! Anything that's on, I'm to share in. 

LoBD W. Well, in reason. 

Xady W. No, in rhyme, too. 

Lord W. I say, your dress ! 

L&DT W. Yes, Foulder tried to stop me, but I 
wasn't going to have you blows up without me. 

LoBD W. You duck. You do look stunning. Give 
us a kiss! 

Last W. [Startiaif hade] Oh, Bill t Don't toudi me 
— your hands I 

LoBD W. Never mind, my mouth's clean. 

They ttand abmd a yard apart, and bending 
Stek facet towardt eatA other, Idu on the lipa. 

L. Anns. [Appearing euddtidy from the "eommtmi- 
eaiion trench," and tip4oeing aiientin betueen them[ Oh, 
Mum ! You and Daddy ore wasting time 1 Dinner's 
ready, you know ! 

CDBTAIN 
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The tingle room of old Mas. Lbhmy, in a enutU grey 
houae in Bethnal Green, the room of one eufnhavd 
by imie aaee age, and the crockery dibrit q^ the past. 
A bed, a cupboard, a coloured portrait of Queen 
Victoria, and — <^ aU Ihinge —a fiddie, hanging on 
the loaU. By the aide aj old Mbs. Leumt in ker 
dlatr ie a pile of corduroy troutere, her day's eteeated 
aemng, and a »maU talAe. She siit with her back 
to the window, through which, in the but of the light, 
the opposite side of the litHe grey street is titHU 
under (&« evening ehy, where hangs one rehiie dovd 
shaped tike a homed bead. She ia stiU sewing, and 
her Hpi move. Being old, and lontiy, she has that 
habit of talking to keradf, diatreaaing to those who 
cannot overhear. From the smack of her tongue 
she was once a Wesi Country collage woman; from 
the lotA of her creased, parchmeniy face, she was 
once a pretty girt with black eyes, in which there ie 
sHU much vUtdity, The door is opened with diffi- 
eulty and a little girl enters, carrying a pile of un~ 
Unithed corduroy trousers nearly aa large at herself. 
She putt them down againtt the wall, and advaneet. 
She ia deven or twelve years old ; large-eyed, dark- 
haired, aitd tallow. Ealf a woman of this and 
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ha^ of another vxaid, except idien at now, the is as 
vreijxmribie a bit of life at a l^th fiowering vieed 
growing old c^ a wall. She tbmdt bxAmg at Mbs. 
Lkukt wUh doMtfif eyes. 

L. AiDA. Tve brought yer to-mDirer's traliflas. 
Y'nt yer finished wiv tody's ? I want to tyke 'em. 

Mbb. L. Xo, me dear. Drat thia Uat we — ^me old 
fengen! 
L. AiDA. I lesrnt some poytry toJy— I did. 
Mrs. L. Well, I never 1 
L. AiDA. [Seeitiag w3h mutton] 

"little lamb who myde thee? 
Dost thou know who myde thee. 
Gyve thee life and byde thee feed 
By the stream and o'er the mead; 
Gyve thee clothing of ddight. 
Softest clothing, woolly, br^[ht; 
Gyve thee such a tender Ttuce, 
S^idng all the vyiea rejoice. 
Little lamb who myde theeP 
Dofit thon know who myde thee?" 
Ubs. L. Tea wondeiful what things they tache yii 
nowadays. 

L. AiDA. When I grow up I'm gun' to *ave a reroU 
ver an' shoot the pei^le that steals my jools. 

UDu. L. Deary-me, wberever du yu get yure no- 
tions? 

L. AiDA. An' I'm goin' to ride on aa 'one be'ind a 
man; an' I'm goin' to ryce trynes in my motor car. 



ACT II THE FOUNDATIONS 2ft 

Mbb. L. [Dryl]/] Ah! Yu'um gwine to be very bu^', 
that's Bartin. Can you aew ? 

L. AiDA. [With a amOe] Nao. 

iSxa. L. Don' they tache yu that, there ? 

L. Anu. [Blending eonUnv^ and a lingering evri- 
onty] Nao. 

BJbs. L. Tes wonderful genteel. 

L. AiDA. I can sing, though. 

Bins. L. Let's 'ear yu, then. 

L. AiDA. [Shaking her head\ I can ply the planner. 
I can ply a tune. 

Ubs. L. Whose planner? 

L. AiDA. Mrs. Brabn's when she's gone aht. 

Mbb. L. Well, yu are gettin' edjucation I Du they 
tache yu to love yure neighbours ? 

L. AiDA. [Iruffably] Nao. [Straying to the windmo] 
Mrs. Lemmy, what's the mam? 

Msa. L. The mune? Us yused to say 'twas made 
o' crame cheese. 

L. AiDA. I can see it. 

Mbs. L. Ah ! Hwi' yu never go wishin' for it, me 
dear. 

L. AinA. I daou't 

Mbb. L. Folks as wish for the mune never du no 
gude. 

L. AiDA. [Craning out, MStan^ I'm goin' dahn ia 
the street. FU come back for yer tiahsera. 

Mbs. L. Well, go yu, then, an' get a breath o' fresh 
air in yore chains. IH sune 'a feneabed. 
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L. AiDA. [Si^emTiiy] I'm goin' to be a dancer, I am. 
She rushes suddenly to the door, jndla it open, 
and is gone, 
Mrs. L. [Looking after her, and toUcuig to hent^ 
Ah ! 'Er've a-got all 'cr troubles before 'er ! "Little 
lamb, u made 'eeP" [CaiMing\ 'Tesafunny world, tu! 
{She rings to hersdf. 
"There is a green 'ill far away 
Wthout a city wall. 
Where our dear Lord waa crucified, 
'U died to save ua all." 
The door is opened, and Lbhut comes in ; a 
little man mth a stui^ cf dark nwustache 
and spiky dark haw; large, peculiar eyes 
he has, and a look of laying kit ears hack, 
a look of doubting, of 'perversOg teiih laughter 
up ike sleeve, that grates on those u)Ao have 
to do m& gas and waier. He shuts the door. 
Mbb. L. Well, Bob, I 'aven't a-seen yu this tu 
weeks. 

Leuut comes up to hia mother, and sits down 

on a stool, sets a tool-bag between his knees, 

and speaks in a cockney voice. 

Lehht. Well, old lydy o' leisure! Wot would y' 

'ave for supper, if yer could choose— salmcm wivsht 

the tin, an' tipsy cyke? 

Mbb. L. [Shaking her head and smiling Handly\ 
That's sbowy. Toad in the 'ole I'd 'ave — and a glass 
o' port wine. 
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LBuut. Providential. [He opens a tool-bag] Wot 
d'ytt tiaak I've got yttt 

iSaa. It. I 'ope yu've a-got yureaelf a job, my son ! 

LxaiMT. [With hit feetdiar fmtle] Yus, or I couldn't 
'ave afforded yer this. [He take* out a hol&e\ Not 'arf ! 
This'll put the blood into yer. Pork wine — once in 
the celian of the ^ryte. We'll drink the ryyal family 

\He apostrophises the porfraU c^ Queen Vietoria. 

VtsR. If. Ah! She was a praaper gude queen. I 
see 'er once, when 'er was bein' bunied. 

Leumt. Byalties—I got nothiii' to sy ^ynst 'em 
in this country. But the Style 'as got to 'aVe its 
pipes seen to. The 'ole show's goin' up pop. Yer'U 
wyke up one o' these dyes, old lydy, and find yerseU 
on the roof, wiv nufSn' between yer an' the grahnd. 

Mas. L. I can't telt what yu'm taUdn' about. 

IililiUT. We're goin' to 'ave a triumpherat in this 
country — Libwty, Equality, Fraternity; an' if yer arsk 
me, they won't be in power six mtnitbs brfore they've 
cut each other's throats. But I don't care — I want 
to Bee the blood flow! [Diepaatvmately\ I don' care 
'oose blood it is. I want to see it flow t 

iSaE. L. \lndtdgenHy\ Yu'm a funny boy, that's 
sar^n. 

Lhkht. [Caning at the cork kHH a knife] This 'ere 
cork is like Sadety — rotten; it's old — old an' moulderin'. 
[He holds up a bit qf cork on ths point cf the kn^e] 
Cmmbiia' under the wax, it is. In goes the screw an' 
out comes the cork. [WUh unction] — an' the blood 
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flows. [Tipping Ae boUk. he kU a drop fail tnto the 
middle qf kit hand, and lieka it up. Qaxing wiih queer 
and doubling eommueration at hit mother] WeU,<4d 
dear, wot shall we 'ave it aht of — the gold loving-cup, 
or — what? 'Ave yer supper fust, though, or it'll go 
to yer 'ead ! [He goet to the eupboofd and take* oid a 
dish in vAich a litde bread ia topped in a littk mtUi] 
Cold papl 'Ow caa yet? 'Yu't yer got a kipper in 
the 'ouse? 

IfBB. h. [Admiriag the batOe] Fort winel "Tia a 
brave treat! FU 'ave it out of the "IVeaent from 
Mai^tt," Bob. I tuk 'ee therr by excursion when yu 
was six months. Yu 'ad a shrimp an' it choked yu 
praaperiy. Yu was always a squeamy little feller. I 
cau't never think 'ow yu managed in the wu-time, 
makin' they shells. 

Lauur, who hat brought to the table two vatgi 

and blown the dutt out of them, fillt them 

with port, atid hands one to his mother, who 

u eating her bread and mOk. 

lasutCY. Ah! Nothin' worried me, 'cept the want 

o' soqi. 

Mbb. L. [CooUtRf gently] So it du still, theni 
Luke at yure face. Yu never was a clean boy, like 
Jim. 

She putt out a thin finger and toudiee his 
che^, whereon is a blade tmud^. 
XjoaiT. [SenAbing hie cheek with hit sleene] All 
right! Y'see, I come stryte 'ere, to get rid o' this. 
[He drinks. 
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Ibbts. L. [Eating her bread and miik] 'Tes & pity yu'm 
not got a wife to see't yu wash yureself . 

Lbuut [Gogifiinff] Wife ! Not me — I daon't want 
ter myke no food for pahder. Wot oh ! — they said, 
time o' the waj — ye're fightin' for yer children'a 
'eritage. Wdl, wot'a the 'eritage like, now we've got 
it ? Empty aa a ahell before yer put the 'igh explosive 
in. Wot'a it like? [Warming to kia theme] Like a 
prophecy in the pypera — not a bit more aubstantial. 

Mbb. L. [Slight]/ hpjmaUeedi How 'e du talk ! The 
gas goes to yiire 'ead, I think I 

LwuT. I did the gas to-dy in the cellars of an 
'ouse where the wine was moimtains 'igh. A regiment 
couldn't 'a drunk it. Marble pillars in the 'all, butler 
broad as an observytiim balloon, an' four conscientious 
khaki footmen. When the guns was roarin' the talk 
was all for no m<n« o' them ^orious weeds — style an* 
luxury was (»f. See wot it is naow. You've got a 
bare crust in the cupboard 'ere, I works from 'and to 
mouth in a glutted market — an' there they stand abaht 
agyne in th«r britches in the 'ouses o' the gryte. I 
was r^'lar overcome by it. Z left a thing in that cel- 
lai— I left a thing. ... IfU be a bit ork'anl for me 
to-morrer. [Drinice from kit mug. 

Mbb. L. [Placidly, feeling the varmih cf the little ehe 
hat drunk] What thingP 

Leuut. Wot thing ? Old lydy, ye're like a winkle 
afbre yer op^ia 'er — I never see anything so peaceful, 
"Ow d'yer manage it? 

Mbs. h. Settia' 'ere and theokitt'. 
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Lraonr. Wot absht? 

Mas. L, We-el— Mono', an' the works o' God. 
JjsttUT. Ah I So yer give Tue & thought soinetiiiiea. 
Mbb. L. [toting her mug\ Yu ought never to ha* 
8p^t yure mouej' on this. Bob ! 
T.«!MMT . I thought that meself. 
Mas. L. Last time I 'ad a glass o' port wme was 
the day yure brother Jim w^it to Amni^. [Smadeing 
her lips] For a teetotal drink, it du warm 'ee I 

Leuut. \Raieing hi* muf] Well, 'ae's to the British 
revolution I 'Ere'a to the conSygrytiav m the al^ ! 

Mbs. L. [Comfortably] So as to kape up tiitn, 
'twon't du no 'arm. 

JjSUMT goet to the wmdoa and unhaoke kit 
fiddle ; he etande with U halfioay to his 
ihoulder. Suddenly he opens the mndoa 
and leant out. A cortfueed mwmur qf 
voieea ie heard, and a maleb qf the Maneii- 
laiae, aung by a girl. Then the ahufiing 
tramp (^ feet, andfigarte are patting in At 
itreet. 
LtatMT. [Tvming — excited\ Wot'd I tell yo-, old 
lydy? There it is — there it is I 
Mbb. L. [Placidly] What is? 
LnaafT. The revcduti(Mi. [He enmee out] They've 
got it on a barrer. Cheerio ! 
Vdcs. [Anttoering] Cheoio'l 
LxuuT. [Leanmg out] I sy— you 'ya't tykin' the 
body, are yer? 
Voice. Nao. 
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LsuHT. Did she die o' starvytion — O.K.? 
Voice. She bloomin' well did; I know 'er brother. 
LraoiT. Ah ! That'll do ua a bit o' good ! 
Voice. Cheerio! 
Leuht. So long ! 
Voice. So long ! 

The ffirFt eoiee it heard again in. the dittance 
tinffiim the Marteiiiaite. The door it fiung 
open and LittIiE Aida comet nmnittg in 
again. 
LsaosT. 'Alio, little Aida I 

L. AmA. 'Alio, I been foUeriu' the corfin. It's bet- 
ter than on 'orse dahn ! 
Mae. L. What coffin? 

L. AmA. Why, 'er's wot died o' starrTtion up the 
street They're goia' to ^ke it to 'Yde Fawk, and 
'oiler. 

Idss. L. W^, never yu mind wot they'm goin' to 
du. Yu wait an' take my trousers like a gude gell. 

She pul» her mug atide and taket vp her un- 

finithed pair qf trouaert. But the vnne hat 

entered her Jlngert, and etrenjfik to piuh the 

ntedU through it lacking. 

Leuut. [Tuning hit JukUe] Wot'll yer 'ave, little 

Aida? "Dead March in Saul" or "Wben the fields 

was white wiv dysies"? 

L. Aida. [WOh a hop and a brilliant amiie] Aoh 

yua! "When the fields" 

Urb. L. [With a gettura qf deipair] Deuy me 1 I 
'aven't a-got the strength ! 
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Lxum. Leave 'ein alone, old dear! No oue'U be 
goin' aht wivabt trahsers to-night 'cos yer leaves that 
one undone. little Aida, fold 'em up ! 

hOTUi Aa>A methodicai^ folda the jwe finiihed 
pairg cif ^ouien into a pile. Lehmt begin* 
jUaying. A amile cornea on Aefaee qf Mbs. 
LEumr, teho ii ruhinng htrfingert. I>rTLE 
Aida, bxnuen over arm, goei and rtaret at 
Lehut playing. 
LsuHT. yStap^ng\ Little Aida, one o' Tese dyea 
yerll mylce aa actress. I can see it in yer f yce ! 

[Lmui Anu laaka at }am toide-eyed. 

Ifss. L. Don't 'ee putt tilings into 'er 'ead. Bob 1 

Lxuicr. '1^'t 'ex 'ead, old iydy — it's lower. She 

wants feedin' — feed 'et an' she'll rise. [He ttriket into 

the "Madudn"] Loc^ at 'er naow. I t^ yer there's 

a fortune in 'er. 

[IdTTiA Aida has put ovt her tongue. 
Mb8. L. I'd suner there was a gude 'eart in 'er than 
any fortune. 

L. Aida. [Sugging her p3e cf trmuen] It's thirteen 
pence three fartlun's Fve got to bring yer, an' a penny 
aht for me, mykes twelve three farthin's. [With the 
tame littk hop and mdden amile] Fm goin' to ride back 
on a bus, I am. 

Leuut. Well, you myke the most of it up there; 
it's the nearest you'll ever git to 'eaven. 

Mbs. L. Don' yu discourage 'er. Bob; ihe'm a 
gude little thing, an't yu, dear ? 
L. Aida. [Simjiy] Yus. 
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LxuHT. Not 'art. Wot c'ber do wiv yestody's 
penny? 
L. AiDA. Movies. 
Lemmy. An' the dy before? 
L. Aid A. Movies. 

Leuut. Wot'd I tell yer, old lydy — she's got vidous 
tystes, she'll finish in the theayter yet. Tyke my tip, 
little Aida; you put every penny into yer foundytions, 
yer'H'get on the boards quicker that wy. 
Mbs. L. Don' yu puy no 'eed to his talk. 
L. Auu. I daou't. 

LxmcT. Would yer like & up «ht o' my mug? 
L Aida. lBrilHani\ Yus. 

Mbs. L. Not at yure age, me dear, though it is 
teetotal. 

Lmiiii An>A puit her head on one aide, like 
a dog trying to underttond. 
LmofT. Well, 'ave one o' my gum<drops. 

[Holdt out a paper. 
TlPFum Aida, bnUiatd, taiet a flat, dark tvb- 
Kbateefrom it, and pute it in her immih. 
Give me a kiss, an' I'll give yer a poiuy. 

LiTTLB Aida ihaket her head, and leant out 
cf windoK. 
Muwer, she daon't know the valjrer of money. 
Mbs. L. Never mind 'im, me dear. 
L. Aida. [Sucking Ae gum-drop~^u>ith difficultj/] 
niere's a taxi-cab at the coma-. 

Little Aida rant to the door. A figure ttanda 
in the doonoay ; the tkide round him and 
out, Thb Fssas amet in. 
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Lemmt. [Dubiotuly] Wot — oht 

pREsa. Mr. Lemmy? 

LesiOIT. The syme. 

Fbess. I'm fFom tbe Press. 

Lemut. Blimy. 

PsESS. They told me at yom* place you were vtry 
likely here. 

Leuut. Yus — ^I left Downin' Street a bit early 
to-dy ! [He tvxatgi the Jiddlestrings pompously. 

PBBas. [Taking out kie note-book and writing] "Fid- 
dles while Rome is burning!" Mr. Lemmy, it's my 
business at this very critical time to find out what the 
nation's thiokiug. Now, as a representative working 

Lemmy. That's me. 

Fbess. You can help me. What are your views ? 

Lemuy. [Ptdting dotrm jiddU] Voos? Sit dahn! 

The pREsa t%ts onthe rtool wkkk Ltaonr hcu 
vacated. 
The Piess — my Muwer. Seventy-seven. She's a 
wonder; 'yn't yer,.oId dear? 

Pbess. Very h^py to make your acquuntance. 
Ma'am. [He iDritet] "Mrs. Lemmy, one of the veterans 

of industry " By the way, I've just passed a lot 

of people following a coffin. 

Lbmht. Centre o' the cyclone — cyse o' starvytion; 
you "ad 'er in the pyper this momm'. 

Pebss. Ah, yes ! Tragic occuireuce. [LooHng at Ota 
trowieri] Hub of the Sweated Industries just here. I 
especially want to get at the heart 
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Mbb. L. 'TwBsa't the '«srt, 'twas the stomach. 

Pitxaa. ^Writing] "Mrs. Lemmy goes straight to 
the pomt." 

LsuxT. Miater, is it my vooa or Murver's yer want 7 

Pbxhh. Both. 

Lkuht. 'Cos if yer get Muvrer's, yer won't 'ave 
time for mine. I tell yer stryte [ConfidentiaUy] she's 
got a glawaa o' port wine in 'er. Noow, mind yer, I'm 
not anxious to be intervooed. On the other 'and, 

anyfink I might 'are to sy (rf valyer There is a 

dawss o' politician that 'as nuffin to sy-~ — Aoh ! an' 
daon't 'e sy it just ! I dunno wot pyper yer repre- 

pRxae. [Smiling] Well, Mr. Lenuny, it has the big- 
gest influ 

LEianr. They all 'aa that; dyliea, weeklies, evenin's, 
Sundyes; but it's of no consequence — my vooa are open 
and above-board. Noow, wot shall we begin abaht? 

Pribs. Yourself, if yoa pleaee. And I'd like you 
to know at once that my p^mt wants the human note, 
the real heart-beat of things. 

Lemht. I see; sensytion! Well, 'ere am I — a fust- 
dawBS plumber's assistant — in a job to-dy an' out to- 
morrer. There's a 'eart-beat in that, I tdl yer. 'Oo 
knows wot the mon«r 'oa f i» me I 

Faias. [Writing] "The great human issue — Mr. 
Lemmy touches it at cHice." 

LxiaiT. I sy — keep my nyme aht o' this; I don' go 
in fer self-advc 
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FSESS. {Writing] "True working-man — modest aa 
usual." 

Leumt. I daon't want to embarraas the Gaver'- 
ment. They're so tickluh ever since they got the 
'abit, war-time, o' mindin' wot people said. 

Faxes. Right-o! 

Lbuuy. For instance, suppose there's goin' to be a 
revolution—— {The Pbzbs loritet toUh energy. 

'Ow does it touch me? Like this: I my go up — ^I 
cawn't come dahn; no more can Muvrer. 

Mrs. L. [Surj/riamglg] Us all goes down into the 
grave. 

pBEas. "Mrs. Lemmy interjects the deeper note." 

Leukt. Naow, the gryte — they can oome dahn, but 
they cawn't go up ! See I Put two an' two together, 
an' that's 'ow it toudiea me. [Be vOert a Oveoaly laugh\ 
'Ave yer got that? 

Press. [QKvmeal\ Not go up? What about bombs, 
Mr. LemmyF 

Lehmt. [IhAioua] Wot absht 'em? Z s'pose ye're 
on the comic pypersF 'Ave yer noticod wot a weak- 
ness they 'ave for the 'omble? 

Fbs8s. \Writai4\ "A grim humour peeped out here 
and there through the earnestness of his talk." 

[He tkett^ LcHinr's profiie. 

Lnonr. We 'ad an explosion in my factory lime o' 
the war, that would just ha' done for you comics. 
[Be Tneditata] Lord! They waa after it too, — they 
an' the Sundyes; but the Censor did 'em. Strike me, 
I could tdl yer things I 
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Prbbs. That's what I want, Blr. Lemmy: tell me 
tlihigs! 

LsuuT. [Mtuing] Zt'aafunny worid, 'yn'tit? 'Ow 
we did blow each otlier up ! [QetttTig up fa admire] I ay, 
I shall be wyk there. That won't betry me ano- 
nymiety. Why ! I looks like the Prime Minister ! 

Pbbss. IBidheT hurt] You were going to tell me 

JjoaiT. Yus, an' they'll be the troof, too. 

Pbibb. I hc^ie bo; we don't 

LEiofT. Wot oh ! 

I^UBS. [^ /ittle cortfuMil We always try to verify 

Leuicy. Yer leave it at tryin', daon't yerP Never, 
mind, ye're a gryte institootion. Blimy, yer do have 
jokea wiv it, spionin' rahnd on yer own tyles, denyin' 
to^ wot ye're goin' to print to-morrer. Ah, well! 
Ye're like all of us below the line o' comfort — live 
dyngerously — every dy yer last. That's wy I'm inter- 
ested in the future. 

Pbiss. Well now — the future. [WVflMvl "Heproph- 
eues." 

Leuky. It'aayfer, 'yo'tit? [Bemnkt] No one never 
looks back on prophecies. I ranembers an editor — 
spring o' 1015 — stykin' his r^utytion the war'd be 
over in the foQerin' October. Licreaaed 'is circulytion 
abaht 'arf a million by it. 1&17 — an' war still on — 'ad 
'is readers gone back on 'imp Nao! They was in- 
creaun' like rabbits. Prophesy wot pec^le want to 
believe, an' ye're syfe. Naow, I'll styke my reputytion 
on aomethin', you tyke it dahn word tot word. This 
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couDtary's goio' to tie davgs iiaov, 'ere'a the 

IsensytioD — unless we gets a new rdigion. 
FoEfia. Ah ! Now tor it — yea ? 
Leioit. Inone word: "Kindness." Datm't mistyke 
me, nao sickly sentiment and nao patroniun'. Me as 
kind to the millionaire as 'im to me. [FHU hit mug and 
drinis.] 

Fbbss. [Sinck] That's queer! Elndneas! IWriHnu] 
"Extremes meet. Bombed and bomber breathing the 
same muuc." 

Leuht. But 'ere's the intoestin' pynt. Can it be 
done wivaht blood? 

Press. [WriHng] "He doubts." 

Lehht. No daht wotever. It cawn't! Blood — 
and — ^kindness! Spill the blood o' them that aren't 
kind — an' there ye are ! 

PfUOBB. But pardon me, how are you to tell? 

LsMMx. Blimy, they leaps to the heye ! 

Fkesb. [Laying dorni kU noU-hook] I say, let me talk 
to you as man to man for a mcuoent. 

Leuut. Orl right. Give it a rest I 

Fbsw. Youi sentiments are familiar to me. Fve 
got a frimd on the Press who's very ktm on Christ 
and kindness; and wants to strangle the last king with 
the — hamstrings of the last priest. 

Lejiuy. [Orealtj/ iniriffuall Not 'arf ! Doea 'e ? 

Press. Yes. But have you thought it out? Because 
he hasn't. 

Lemmt. The difficulty is — what to stop. 

^X8B. Where to begin. 
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Lemmt. I^wd I I could begin almost anywhere. 
Why, every month aboht, there's a cove turns me aht 
of & job 'cos I daon't do just wot 'e likes. They'd 'sve 
to go. I tell yer atryte — the Temple wants deanin' up. 

Press. Ye-es. If Z wrote what I thought, I should 
get the sack as quick as you. D'you say that justifies 
me in shedding the blood of my bosses ? 

LiiiafT. The yaHer IVess 'as got no blood — 'as it? 
You shed their ile an' vinegar — ^that's wot you've got 
to do. Stiyte — do yer believe in the noble mission o' 
the Press P 

Pbibb. [ErajpneflMaOy\ Mr. Lemmy, I'm a Press- 

Leuicy. {Goggling] I see. Not much! [Om&y jog- 
ging hii vwthar't elbow] Wyke up, old lydy ! 

for Mbs. Lsuht, u)hi hat bem npping placidly 
at her port, u nodding. The eeening htu 
drawn in. Lkumt gtrikea a match on kia 
irmtten and Ughit a candle. 
Blood an' kindness — that's what's muted — 'specially 
blood f The 'btory o' me an* my familyll show yer 
that, l^ke my bruwer Fred — crushed by buiycista. 
Tyfce Muwer 'ereelf. Talk o' the wrongs o' the peo- 
ple ! I teD yer the fou&dyticoia is rott^i. [Be empHet 
the bottle inU> hie motket't mug} Daon't mind the mud 
at the bottom, <dd lydy — it's all strengtheain' ! You 
tdl the I^eas, Muwer. She can talk ababt the pawsL 
Fbkbs. {TaHng up his note-book, and becoming again 
hie prafeteionai m^ Yes, Mrs. Lemmy? "Age and 
Youtb— Past and FMsent " 
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Mbs. L. Were yutalkm' about Fred? [Tke port kat 
warnud her vetru, the colour in her eyes and cheekt ha* 
de&pentd\ iijf 8i»i Fred was ftlw^s a gude boy — never 
did nothia' bef<ne 'e married. I can see Fred [She 
bende forward a little in her chair, loddng eIraigH before 
her] comin' in wi' a pheasant 'e'd found — t«Tible 'e 
vas at findin' pbeaaanta. When father died, an' yu 
was comin'. Bob, Fred 'e said to me; "Don't yu never 
cry. Mother, I'll look after 'ee." An' so 'e did, till 'e 
married that day six months an' tuke to the drinlc in 
soiree. 'E wasn't never the same boy again — not 

Fred. An' now 'e's in That. I can see poor Fred 

She alotoly toipea a iear out of the comer qf an 
eye vfiih the back qf her finger. 

Pbbss. [PMzsfod] In— That? 

Leuut. [Sotta voce] Come orf it I Prison ! 'S wot 
she calls it 

Mbs. L. [Cheeifid] They say life's a vale o' sorrows. 
Well, so 'tea, but don' du to let yureself thenk so. 

Pbbss. And so you came to Ixmdon, Mn. Lemmy? 

Mbb. L. Same year as father died. With the four 
o' them — that's my son Fred, an' my son Jim, an' my 
son Tom, an' Alice. Bob there, 'e was bom in London 
— an' a piaaper time I 'ad of eL 

Pbkss. [WriUng] "Her heroic struggles with pov- 
erty——" 

Mbb. L. W«1wc] in a laundry, I ded, at fifteen 
sheDin's a wed, an' Iwought 'em all 19 on et till Alice 
'ad the gall<q>in' consumption. I can see poor Alice 
wi' the little red spots in 'er cheeks — an* I not knowin* 
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wot to du wi' her — but I always kept up their buryin' 
money. Funerals is very dear; Mr. Lenuny was six 
pound ten. 

pRzee. "High price of Mr. Lemmy." 

Mbs. L. I've a-got the money for when my time 
come; never touch «t. no matter 'ow things are. Bet- 
ter a little goin' short here below, an' enter the king- 
dom of 'eavm independent. 

pRXBS. [WriHng] "Death before dishonour — heroine 
of the slums. Dickena — Betty Higden." 

Mrs. L. No, sir. Mary Lemmy. I've seen a-many 
die, I 'ave; an' not one grievin'. I often says to meself : 
[Wi& a Utile laagh\ "Me dear, when yu go, yu go 
'^py. Don' yu never h«t about that," I says. An' 
so I will: 111 go '^WS- 

She tiajfa qu^ ttHl a moment, and behind her 
LmoiT dfmee one finger ocrott hit face. 
[Smiling] "Yure old feogerall 'ave a rest. Think o' 
that!" I says. '"Twill be a brave change." I can 
see myself lyin' there an' duin' nothin'. 

Again a pauee, whiie Mbb. LsiDfr eeee heneff 
doing nothing. 

JjaaiT. Tell abaht Jim, did lydy. 

iSsa. L. My son Jim 'ad a family o* seven in six 
years. "I don'' know *ow 'tes, Mother," 'e used to 
say to me; "they just sim to come !" That was Jim 
— never knu from day to day what was comin'. 
"Therr's another of 'em dead," 'e used to say, "'tes 
funny, tu." "Wdl," I used to say to 'im; "no wcm- 
der, poor little things, livin' in they modd dwdlin's. 
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Thar'a no aJi toi 'eat," I used to bi^. "Well," '« used 
to say, "wfaftt can I do, Ubthet ? Can't afford to lire 
in Park Lane." An' 'e tuke an' went toAmeriky. 
[Her voice for the firel Hnu U indy iol^id[ An' never 
cwne back. Fine feller. So that's my four kku — 
One's dead, an* one's in — ^That. an* one's in Ameriky, 
an' Bob 'en, poor boy, 'e always was a talker. 

LxuuY, who hat reseated Mmedf in the vrin- 
dow and taken up kit fddie, tmaii/t the 
itringt. 

Pbxbb. And now a few words about your wcdc 
Mia. LemmyP 

Mas. L. Wdl. I sews. 

Fbbbs. [Writing] "Sews." Yes? 

Uss. L. [Holding up her wtfinithed pair tjf Iroueert] 
I putt in the button'cJes, Z stretches the flies, I lines 
the crutch, I putt on this bindin', [She holdt up the 
ealieo that biadt the top] I sews on the buttons, I presses 
the seama — ^Tuppence three farthin's the pair. 

Prbbb. Twopence three farthings a pair! Wone 
tlian a penny a linel 

Mas. L. In a gude iay I gets thru four pairs, but 
they'm getUn' plaguy 'ard tot my old fengers. 

PsBBB. [Writing] "A monumental figure, on whose 
labour is built the mighty edifice of our industrialism." 

Laucr. I qy— that's good. Yer'll keep that, won't 
yer? 

Mbb. L. I finds me own cottm, tuppence three 
farthin's, and other expensioa is a penny three farthin't 

pREBB. And are you an exceptJon. Mrs. Lemmy? 
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Mbs. L. What's that? 

IxkOTY. Wot price the uttcts, M lydy ? la tbaa 
a lot of yer sewin' yer fingen orf at tuppence 'ypenny 
the pair? 

Mbb. L. I can't tell yu that. I never sees notbin' 
in 'eie. I pays a penny to that little gell to bring me 
a dozen pair an' fetch 'em back. Poor littie thing, 
flhe'm 'ardly stiKHig enough to cairy 'ao. Feel! 
They'm very 'eavy ! 

Pbibb. On the conscience of Sotnety 1 

Lkmhy. I ay — put that dahn, won't yer ? 

pRoa. Have things changed much aiiice tbe mtr* 
Mia. ZjemmyP 

Msa. L. Cotton's a lot dearer. 

Press. All round, I mean. 

Mbs. L. Aw ! Yu don' never get no change, not in 
my profession. [Skt otciOaUi Ow irouaen] I've ik-beea 
in trouseis fifteen year; ever since I got tu old for 
laundry. 

FasBS. \WTiting\ "For fifteen yean seini tzousen." 
What would a good week be, Mrs. Lemmy ? 

Mks. L. Tee a voy gude week, five sheUin'a. 

LxMur. \FTom, the tDrndoto] Bloomin' miUionaireaa, 
Muwer. She's lookin' forward to 'e^vtax, wha« vey 
don't wear no trahaera. 

Mbs. L. [With »pmi\ 'Tidn' for me to say whether 
they du. An* 'tes on'y when Fm a bit low-sperrity- 
like as I wants to go therr. What I am a-hikin' for- 
ward to, tliougfa, 'tes a day in the coimtry. I've not 
a-had one unce belore the war. A kind lady brought 
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me in that bit of 'eather; 'tes wonderful sweet stuff 
when the 'oney'a in et. When I was b little gell I uoed 
to zet in the 'eather gatherin' the wh<»ts, on' me little 
mouth all black wi' eatin' them. 'Twaa in the 'eather 
I used to zet, Sundays, courtin'. All flesh is grass — 
an' 'tesn't no bad thing — grass. 

I^iBBS [Writing] "The old paganism of the countir-" 
What is your view of life, Mrs. Lemmy ? 

LxuuT. [Suddenly] Wot is 'er voo of life? Shall I 
tell yer mine ? Life's a disease — a blinkin' oak-apple t 
Daon't myke no mistyke. An' 'uman life's a yumour- 
ous disease; that's all thefdifference. Why — wot dse 
can it be? See the bloomln' promise an' the blighted 
performance — differmt as a 'eadlinc to tbe nooa inside. 
But yer couldn't my^ Muwer see vat — not if yCT 
talked to '» for a week. Muwer still believes in fings. 
^le's a country gell; at a 'undred and fifty she'll be a 
country gell, woa't yer, old lydy ? 

BfBs. L. Well, 'tesn't never been 'ome to me in 
London. I lived in tbe country forty year — ^I did my 
lovin' there; I burned father therr. Therr bain't 
nothin' in life, yu know, but a bit o' lovin' — aU said an' 
done; bit o' lovin', with the wind, an' the stars out. 

Lmotr. [In a bmd apologetie toAttper] She 'yn't often 
like this. I told yer she'd got a glawss o' port in 'er. 
f Mits. L. 'Tes a brave pleasure, is lovin'. I likes to 
zee et in young folk. I likes to zee 'em kisnu' ; shows 
the 'eart in 'em. 'Tea ihe 'eart makes the world go 
round; 'tesn't nothin' else, in my opinion. 

Prebb. [Writing] " — sings the swan scoig of the 
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Mbs. L. [Overhearing] No, I naer yeard b swaa 
sing — never! But I tell 'ee what I 'ave 'eard; the 
gells ungia' in th' orchard 'angin' up the clothes to 
dry, an' the cuckoos callin' back to 'em. [SmUmg] ) 
Hiere's a-many songs in the country — the 'eart is free- ' 
like in th' country ! 

Leuhy. [Sotto voce] CK' me the Stnmd at ar' past 
nine. 

Pbiss. [Writing] "Town and country " 

Mas. L. Tidn't like that in London; one day's jest 
like another. Not but what therr's a 'eap o' kind- 



I^HHT. [QloomUy] Kind-'eartedness I I daoo't fink I 
"Boys an' gdls come out to play." 

[He plays tke old tune on kit fiddle. 

Mas. L. [Singing] "Boys an' gells come out to play. 
The mune is shinin' bright as day." [She iaughe] I 
used to sing like a lark when I was a gell. 

[Little Ahu eniera. 

L. AmA. There's 'undreds follerin' tke corfin. 'Yn't 
you goin', Mr. Laumy — it's dahn your wy ! 

Lbuut. IDubioudy] Well yu»— I s'pose th^:^ mtss 
me. 

L. AiDA. Aoh! Tyke mel 

Pnns. What's this? 

Leuut. The revolution in "Yde Pawk. 

PRXSB. [Struck] In Hyde Park? The very thing. 
I'll take you down. My taxi's wuting. 

L. Anu. Yus; it's breathin' 'ard, at the comer. 
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Fresb. [I/xMng at ki» teaUA] Ah I aod Mrs. Lemmy. 
There's an Anti-Sweating Meeting going on at a house 
in Park Lone. We can get there in twenty minutes 
if we shove along. I want you to tell them about th9 
trouser-making, Youll be a sensatioai 1 

Leumt. [To hivue^ Sensytion! '£ cawn't keep 
Off It! 

Mrs. L. Anti-Sweat. Poorfellen! I 'ad one come 
to Bee me before the war, an* they'm still goin' cat 
Wonderful, an't it? 

Pacee. Come, Mrs. Lemmy; drive in a taxi, beauti- 
ful moonlit night; and they'll give you a splendid cup 
of tea. 

Mbs. L. [Umnovedl Ah! I cudn't never du with- 
out my tea. There's not an avenin' but I thinks to 
meself : Now, me dear, yu've a-got one moK to fennish, 
an' then yuTl 'ave yure cup o' tea. Thank you for 
ctdlin', all the same. 

Leuuy. Better aiccumb to the temptytion, old lydy; 
joyride wiv the Press; marble floors, pillars o' gold; 
ccmsctentious footmea; lovely lydiea; scuppeis nmuin' 
tea! An' the revolution goin' on across the wy. 
"Eaven's nuffink to Pawk Lyne. 

Pb£SS. Come along, Mrs. Lemmy I 

Mbb. L. [S&rajAvxiiltf] Thank yu. I'm a-feelin' veiy 
comfortable. Tes wonderful what a drc^ o' wine'll 
du for the stomach. 

Fresb. A taxi-ride I 

Mrs. L. [Piling] Ah I Ifaunr'em. 'ntc^'mvery 
busy things. 
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LsuuY. MuTver shuns notority. [SaOo stxw to Thb 
Fbsbb] But rou watch me 1 I'll rouse 'tx. 

Ee takes up ha fiddU and aita on the windoio 
seat. AhoK the little hmtes on the opposite 
side cf the street, the moon has risen in the 
dark Hue sky, so (Aa( the dovd shaped like a 
beast seems leaping over U. Leumt pla^i 
the firet ttotes of the MaraeiUaise. A black 
cat on the window-sill outside looks in, huwA- 
mg Us back. Ltttlb Aioi. barks at her. 
Mbs. Leumy struggles to her feet, sweeping 
the empty dish and spoon to the floor in the 
^art. 
The dish ran awy wiv the spoon! That's right, old 
lydy ! \Be slops playing. 

Mas. L. [iS'fftiluiir. asid moring her hands] I like a 
bit o* muuc. It du that muve 'ee. 
I^XBB. Bravo, Mrs. Lemmy. Come on ! 
Liaotr. Come oa, old dear! We'll be in time tot 
the rerolutioii yet. 
Mas. L. 'Tes 'earin' the Old 'Undred agun ! 
LsuuT. [To The Fbess] She 'yn't been aht these 
two years. \To his mother, who has put up her hands to 
her hea^ Nao, never mind yer 'at. [To The Pbbhs] 
She 'yn't got none ! \AU)ud\ No West-End lydy wears 
anyfink at all in the evenin' ! 
Mas. L. 'Ow'm I lukm'. Bob? 
LdBiUHT. Fust^lawss; yer've got a colour fit to toast 
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by. Well show 'em yer've got a kki ia yer. [Ee taJcet 
her (»ml Idttie Aida, ketch 'old o' the Mnsytiwu. 

[He mdioatet the tnmaen, 
Taa Phbbb takea Mas. Lehict's other arm. 
Mrs. L. [ffttA an txtited ime Umgk] Quite like a 
geUr 

And, miUnf ftetuwn her um and tax Pbess, 
the paeaee out; Littlb Aida, with a Jling qf 
her hetit <ind a toow ef the ^outera, faOouit. 
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An oetagim <mU-Tomi c§ Hne hM at Lobd Wiluak 
'Dsouovdy'b. a tkining room lighted by gold can- 
ddabra, xoiih gaU-eurtained pSIart, trough which 
&e ikining had and a liUte of the grand stairway 
are vieible. A musU table with a gdld-naiUntred doth 
oeeupiM the wry centre qf the room, which hat a 
feiuihed parquet floor and high white waiU. Gold- 
eoloured ioori on &e Itfi. Opporite theae doon a 
window wWt gold-coiowred curtaine lodce out on 
Park Lane. tuWT Wn>UAM ia itatidmg reatleiidy 
betteeen the double doora and the areh whieh lead* 
to the haU. Jambs m etaHonary by the doidde doori, 
from behind uAtcA oome tounde qf tpeeek and ap- 



PouiABt. [Etdering from the haB\ EQa Grace the 
Doke of Ezet«, my lady. 

His Grack eniere. He it old, and youU^vt, 
with a high ctdour and a thort rough white 
beard. Ladt Wiujaii advan/xa to meet him, 
PouutEB atanda by. 
Lady W. Oh! Father, you are late. 
Hm G. Awful crowd in the atreeta, NelL Tixy'n 
got a coffia—couldu't get by. 
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Ladt W. CoflSn? Whose? 

HiB G. The Government's I should think— no 
flowers, by request I say, have I got to apeakP 

Labt W. Oh! no, dear. 

HiB G. H'm! That's unlucky. Fve got it hwe. 
[He lotAa doom kit n^ Found something I said in 1914 
— just have done. 

Ladt W. Oh ! If you've got it^-James, ask Lord 
William to come to me tor a moment. [Jamxb vanukes 
through the door. To Tax Dukk] Go in. Grand-dad; 
they'll be so awfully pleased to see you. I'll tdl Bill. 

Hn G. Wh««'s Anne? 

Lu)T W. bt bed, of course. 

&s G. I got her this — rather nice? 

Be hat taken fmm hit breatt-poetcet one ef Oiate 
street toy-men that jump head over he^ on. 
your hand; he putt d thnttgh itt paeet. 

Ladt W. [if imA intereiied\ Oh ! no, but how sweet ! 
She'll simidy love it. 

PoniiDEB. If I might surest to Your Grace to take 
it in and op^«te ib It's sweated. Your Grace. They 
—ex — make them in those places. 

His G. By Jove! D'you know the price, PouldraF 

PouLDER. \InterTogaiitely\ A peony, is it? Some- 
thing paltry. Your Grace I 

Hia G. Where's that woman who knows everything; 
IdJss Monday? 

Ladt W. Oh! She'll be in there, somewhere. 

HiB Grace moeei on, and pastet through tha 
doors. The tottnd ttf appiaute is heard. 
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PoDLDBB. [Discreetiy] Would you cue to see the 
bomb, my lady ? 

Last W. Of oourae — first quiet moment 

Poiiu>EB. Ill l»iiig it up, sud have a watch put (Hi 
it ken, my lady. 

Jjobd Wiluau oomet through the double doon. 
faUoaed fiy Jauhb. Pouldhb retires. 

LoBD W. Can't you ccmie, N^P 

Last W. Oh ! Bill, your Dad wants to apeak. 

Lord W. The deuce he does — that's bad. 

L&sx W. Yes, ot course, but you miui let him; he's 
found something he said m 1014. 

LoBD W. I knew it That's what they'll say. 
Standing stock still, while hell's on the jump around us. 

Ladt W. Never mind that; it'll please him; and 
he's got a lovely UtUe sweated toy that tuns head over 
heels at one penny. 

Loan W. H'm! Well, come on. 

Last W. Xo, I must wait for atragglen. Theie'a 
sure to be an editor in a huiry. 

PonuiSB. [Announcing] Mis-ter Gold-ruml 

Last W. [Sotto voce] And th^v he is I [She adtaneea 
to meet a San, ttraggling man in eyeglattei, who it imil' 
ing ab»enSy\ How good of you I 

Mb. G. Thanks awfully. I just — vi — and then Vxa 
afraid Z must — er — Things look very — Thanks- 
Thanks 80 much. 

He gtragglei though At doon, and it eruioted 
ty Jamsb. 

PtmLOZB. Miss Mun-day. 
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Lu>T W. T%ere! I thought she was in She 

really is the most unexpected woman! How do you 
do? How awfully aweet of you ! 

Abas M. [An dderty femah tehaolbag] How do you 
do? Tbwe's B spiffing crowd. I believe things are 
really going Bolshy. How do you do. Lord WiUtam ? 
Have you got any of our people to show ? I told one 
or two, in case — they do so simply love an outing. 

Jauzb. There are three old chips in the lobby, my 
Lord. 

LoBO W. What? Oh! I say I Bring than m at 
once. Why — they're the hub of the whole thing. 

JAHSe. [Gmng] Very good, my Lord. 

Laot W. I am scury. Fd no notion; and they're 
Buch dears always. 

MiBS M. I TKu^ tdl you what one of them said to 
me. I'd told him not to use such bad language to his 
wife. "Don'tyou worry. Ma!" he said, "I expect you 
can do a bit of that yourself t" 

Ladt W. How awfuUy nice t It's to like them. 

Misa M. Yes. They're wonderful 

Lord W. I say, why do we always call than &eyt 

Ladt W. [Pitxded] Well, why not? 

LoBD W. Tkey I 

Miss M. [Slniatl Quite right. Loni William! Qutto 
right! Auoth^ spedes. They! I must remember 
that. Th^ I [She fiutet on. 

Ladt W. [About to foOoie] Well. I don't see; aren't 
they? 
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LoBD W. Never mind, old girl; foUow oa. The]^U 
come in with me. 

MiBS Mundat and Last WiujIam paw 
Amugh tht dotMe doors. 
FouijDlB. \Aiaunmcing\ Some sweated workers, my 
Lord. 

There enter a tall, thijt, oldish vmman ; a short, 

thin, very lam man, her hvsband ; and a 

ttoutisk mvidle-affed woman with a rolling 

eye and gait, aU very poorly dressed, with 

UnMl and heated faces- 

Lord W. [Shaking hands] How d'you dot De- 

lighted to see you all. It's awfully good of you to 

have come. 

Laue M. Mr. and Mta. Tomaon. We 'ad some 
trouble to find it. You Bee, I've never heai in these 
parta. We 'ad to come in the oven; and the bus-bloke 
put us dahn wrong. Are you the proprietor P 

Lord W. IModesUy] Ya, I— er 

Lahz M. You've got a nice pfyce. I says to the 
misais, I says: "'E's got a nice plyoe 'ere," I says; 
"there's room to turn rahnd." 

Lord W. Yes— shall we ? 

Laue M. An' Mxa. Amuway she says: "Shouldn't 
mindlivin' 'ere meself," she says; "but it moat cost 'im 
a tidy penny," she says. 
Lord W. It does— it does; much too tidy. Shall 

BIbs. Ann. {BoBing her eye] I'm very pleased to 
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'sve come. I've often said to 'em: "Any time you 
want me," Fve said, "I'd be pleased to come." 

LoBD W. Not so pleased as we are to see you. 

Mrs. Ann. I'm sure you're very kind. 

Jaheb. [From tfu dotiide doort, Ihrough tofnck he has 
TeeeiBed a meaaage] Wanted for your speech, my Lord. 

LoaD W. Oh ! God ! Poulder, bring these ladies 
and gentleman in, and put them where everybody can 
— where they can see everybody, don't you know. 

[He goes out hurriedly through the double doort. 

Laub M. Is 'ea lord? 

FotnjiER. He is. Follow me. 

Be mooea tomarde the doors, the three teorkera 

Mrs. Ann. [Stopping before James] You 'yn't one, 
I suppose ? [•Taheh rtir* tw rmude, 

PouLDEK. Now please. [He opens the doors. The 
voice of LoBD William speaking is heard] Pass in. 

Thx Thb£E Workers pass in, Fodldeb and 
James follow them. The doors are m^ closed, 
and through this aperture comes the voice of 
Lord William, punctuated and supported 
by decorous applause. 
Little Anne rum in, and listens at the win- 
daw to the caroused and distant murmurs 
(^ a crowd. 
Voice of Lord W. We propose to move for a fur- 
ther advance in the chain-making and — ei^—er— match- 
box industries. [Applause. 
Little Anne runs aemt to the door, to listen. 
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[On riling voice] I would conclude witli some general 
remarks. Ladies and gentlemen, the great natural, 
but — er — artificial expansion whicfa trade experienced 
the first years after the war has — er— collapsed. These 
are hard times. We who are fortunate feel more than 
ever — er — responsible — [He gtamTnen, lotet the thread 
of his thoughia.^Applaiue] — er — responsible — [The 
thread gtUl elvdet him\ — er 

L. Anne. [PoifnarSy] Oh, Daddy ! 

Lord W. \De»per<ddy\ In fact — er — ^you know how 
— er — responsible we fed. 

L. Aimii. Hooray! [Ajr^iue. 

There fioat in through the windows the hoane 
and diatatU toundt of the MarteiUaiae, a* 
aung by London voicet. 

Lord W. There is a feeling in the aii — ^that I for 
one should say deliberately was — er — a feeling in the 
air — er — a feeling in the air 

L. Anns. {Agonvied\ Oh, Daddy ! Stop ! 

[ Jaueb enten, and doiea the door behind him. 

Jambs. Look herel 'Ave I got to report you to 
Miss Stokes? 

L. Ahnb. No-o-o! 

James. Well, I'm goin' to. 

L. Anne. Oh, James, be a friend to me ! Fve seea 
nothing yet. 

James. No; but you've eaten a good bit, on the 
stairs. What price that Peach Melba ? 

L. Anne. I can't go to bed till Fve digested it — 
can I? There's auch a lovely crowd in the streetl 
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Jaios. Lovd^F Hoi 

L. Ahnb. [Wheedlit^] James, you couldn't t^ Miss 
Stokea! It isn't in you, is it? 
Jambs. [Grinnittg] That's right. 
L. Annx. So— 111 Just get under here. [She geti 
under the Udie] Do I show ? 
Jaus. \8tooj)ing\ Not 'arf I 

[PouLDEH eaUrt from ike haiL 
FoTTUixa. What are you doin' there? 
Jaues. [BOween kin and tiu table — roitinff Mmtetf] 
Thinkin". 

FoTTLDEB jmrtei kit moulk to reprett kit feet- 
iaga. 
PomJDEB. My orders are to fetch the bomb up hae 
for I«dy William to inspect. Take care no nwre 
writers stray in. 
Jaues. How shall I know 'em ? 
PoDUDKB. Wei! — either very bald or very hairy. 
Jambs. Right-o 1 [He goet. 

FoiJLDBB, with hit hack to the tabte, butiet 
himid^ vnih the a^ of hit collar. 
TovntEB,. [Addrettiitg an imaginmy audience — in a 
low InU importtad nnoe] The — ah — situation is seerious. 
It is up to us of the — ah — leisured classes—- 

The face qf Ltttlb Annx is ■poked ovt dote to 
kit legs, and tilts upteards in wonder tawardt 
Ike how (^ hit waitteoat. 
to — ah — keep the people down. The olU polio! are 
clamourin* — ■ — 

MiBB Stokes appeoft from the haU, betteeen 
the pHlara. 
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Miaa S. Poulderl 

FouuiER. [Maieinf a volte face towtrdt Uu bMe] 
Miaa? 

MiBB S. Where is Anne? 

FouuiiiB. [Vextd at the datarhanee cf hit t^te^ Ex- 
cuse me, MisB — to keep track of Min Anne is f(»^- 
nately no part of my <]ooties. 

MiBa S. She really is naughly. 

FoDLinBt. She ia. B she was mine, Td ipsnk her. 
The fmUmgfaoe (^ Littlb Amn heeonut tvir- 
Jile a^/ain dote to kit legt. 

Mob S. Not a nice word. 

PoTTLDER. No; but a pteasant haction. Mias Anne's 
the limit, hi fact, Ltnd and Lady William are much 
too kind-'earted all round. Take these sweated work- 
eta; that class o' people are quite 'opeless. l^eatin' 
tliem as your CQuals, sha lriw ' 'ands with 'em, givin' 'em 
tea — it (mly pu£Fs 'em out. Leave it to the Church. 
I say. 

MiBs S. The Church is too busy, PouMer. 

Poni/OKB. Ah! That "Purity an' Future o' the 
Race Campaign." Ill teQ you what I think's the dan- 
ger o' that. Miss. So much purity that there won't 
be a future race. [Expaiidinff] Purity of 'eart's an ex- 
cellent thing, no doubt, but there's a want of nature 
about it. Same with this Anti-Sweating. Unless 
you're anxious to come down, you must not put the 
lower classes up. 

Abse S. I don't agree with you at all, Poulder. 

FomiDXB. Ah! You want it both ways. Miss. I 
should imagine you're a Liberal. 
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Mias S. [HorrifUd\ Oh, no ! X cerbtinly am not. 
Pouu>SB. Well, I judged from your takia' cocoa. 
Funny thing that, about cocoa — how it BtiB nuu 
through the Liberal Party ! It's virtuous, I suppose. 
Wine, beer, tea, coffee — all of 'em vices. But cocoa — 
you might drink a gallon a day and annoy no one but 
yourself ! There's a lot o' deep things in life. Miss ! 
MiBS S. Quite so. But I must find Anne. 

[She recedes. 
Pomj>XB. [Sutael^] Wdl, I widi you every success; 
and I hope youll spank her. This modern education 
— there's no &uitiuess in it. 

L. Annb. [From under the table] Poulder, are you 
virtuous? 
PooLDEB. [Jumping] Good Ged [ 
L. Anke. D'you mind my asking? I promised 
James I would. 

PoDtiDEB. Miss Anne, come outt 

[The Jour footmen appear in the haU, Hbnrt 

carrying the wine cooler. 

Jaues. Form fours — by your right — quick march! 

[They enter, marching down right cf taHe. 

Right incline — Mark time ! Left turn ! 'Alt ! 'Enry, 

set the bomb ! Stand easy ! 

HiNBT places the vfine oooter on the (a£I« and 

covers it vnth a blue embroidered Chinese mat, 

viMeh has occupied the centre of the tMet^olh. 

PotTLDSB. Ah ! You wiil 'ave your game 1 Thomas, 

take the door there ! James, the 'all ! Admit titles 
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an' bishops. No literuy or Labour people. Charlea 
and '£njy, 'op it and 'aug about ! 

CgABua and Hznbt go out, the other too 

moK to their ttatioiu. 
Pothjuir elandt by the table laotemy at the 
eotered bomb. The hoane and dutant totmde 
of the MaraeHlaite float in again from Parle 
lane. 
[Mooed by tome deep feeUng] And this house an 'orspi- 
tal in the war I I ask you — irhat was the good of all 
OUT sacrifices fcv the counb;? No town 'ouse for four 
seasons — rustygettm' ia the shires, not a soul but two 
boys under me. Lord William at the front, Ladjr Wil- 
liam at the back. And all for this I [He points tadly 
at the cooler] It cx>mes of meddtin' on the Continent. 
I had my prognostications at the time. [7*0 Jauxb] You 
remember my sayin' to you just before you joined up: 
"Mark my words — we shall see eight per cenL for our 
money bdore this is overt" 

Jameb. [SeptdchraUy] I see the eight per cent., but 
not the money. 

PonLDEB. Hark at that ! 

The eowtds of the ManeiUaite groa louder. 
Be ehakee hie head. 
I'd read the Riot Act They'll be lootin' this house 
next! 

Jamzs. Well put up a fight over your body: "Bar- 
tholomew Foulder, faithful unto death!" Have you 
insured your life P 
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PauLDSR, AgMnst a revolutioo? 

Jaubb. Acto'God! WLynot? 

PoULDXB. It's not an act o' God. 

Jauss. It is; and I syoqHithiae with it 

FouuiKB. You — ^what? 

Jahbb. I do — 011I7 — hands oS the gov'nor. 

PouLOSB. Oh! Bedly! Well, that's somethmg. 
Fm glad to see you stand behind him, at all events. 

Jakes. 7 stand in front of 'im when the scrap begins I 

FoDU>BB. Do you insinuate that my heart's not in 
the right place ? 

Jambs. Well, look at it I It's beoi creepiu* dawn 
ever since I knew you. Talk of your sacrifices in the 
wai — they put you on your honour, and you got stout 
on it Rations — not 'art I 

Pouu>Sit. [Staring at kim] For independence, Tve 
never seea your equal, James. You might be an Aus- 
tralian ! 

Jaues. [Sttavdy] Keep a civil tongue, or FlI throw 
you to the crowd ! [He cornea forward to the taUe] Shall 
I tell you why I favour the gov'nor ? Because, with all 
his pomp, he's a gentleman, as much as I am. Never 
asks you to do what he wouldn't do himself. What's 
more, he never comes it over you. If you get drunk, 
(W — well, you understand me, Poulder — he'll just say: 
"Yes, yes; I know, James !" till he makes you feel he's 
dcme it himself. [Sinkmn kU voice mstlerioiuly] Fve 
had experience with him, in the war and out Why 1 
he didn't even hate the Huns, not as be ought Z teU 
you he's no ChrisUan. 
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Potnj>Ba. Well, for irreverence '. 

Jaubs. [Obttituddj/] And he'll never be. He's got 
too soft a heart 

L. AnNB. IBmeath the table — thriUy] Burrah I 

PouiJ>EB. [Jumping] Come out. Miss Anne ! 

Jauxs. Let 'er alone ! 

PoouiSB. In there, under tlie bomb? 

Jamss. [Contemjiiiiotuly] S31y ass ! You should take 
'em lying down ! 

PomjDKS. Look here, James I I can't go on in this 
revolutionary spirit; «ther you or I resign. 

Jahes. Crisis in the Cabinet! 

PomiSBR. I give you your marchin' orders. 

Jamzb. [Ineffably] What's that you give me? 

FoDLDm. Thomas, remove James ! 

[THOlUfl gritit. 

L. Amm. [Who, toUk open moutk, hat crept out to 
me (Ae/un] Oh ! Do remove James, Thomas I 

FouutKB. Go on, Thomas I 

Thouab takes one step towards Jausb, who lays 
a hand on the Chinese mat cooering the bomb. 

Jauxs. [Orimiy] If I lose control of meself 

L. AKNii. [Clapping her hands] Oh ! James I Do lose 
Gonbol ! Then 1 shall see it go off ! 

Jaios. [To Pouldbb] Well, 111 merely empty the 
pul ova you ! 

Potnjum. Thia ia not becomin'! 

[He watts oat into the kaU. 
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Jaubb. Another strat^c victory! What a Boche 
he'd have made. As you were. Tommy ! 

Thomab retuma to Ike door. The sound of 
prolonged appUaue comet from vritkin. 
Hat's a bishop. 
h. Anne. Why? 

Jahes. By the way he's drawin'. It's the fine 
fi^tin' spirit in 'em. They were the backbone o' the 
war. I see there's a bit o' the old stuff left in you. 
Tommy. 

L. Anne. iScmtinisiTig the mdHy-grinning Taoius] 
Where? Is it in his mouth? 

Jaues. You've still got a sense of your superiors. 
Didn't you notice how you moved to Poulder's orders, 
me boy; an' when he was gone, to mine ? 
L. Anns. [7*0 Thokas] March ! 

[Tha grinning I^ouab reinaina immoedbie. 
He doesn't, James ! 

jAUEa. Look here. Miss Anne — your lights aught to 
be out before ten. Close in. Tommy t 

[He and Thoicas move touardt her. 
L. Arnts. [Dodgitm] Oh, no ! Oh, no ! Look 1 

The footmen etop and tvm. There frehwm tie 
piUare tiatida Ltttle Aida wUh the trousert, 
her face brilliant w&h tvrprise. 
Jausb. Good Lordl What's this? 

Seeing Littlb Anns, Lrrru: Aida approachee, 
fascinated, and the tteo children sniff at eaA 
other as it were like two little dogs teaUnng 
round andround. 



..gniaOb, Google 



ACT in THE FOUNDATIONS 67 

L. Aknb. [Svddetjg] My name's Amu; what's 
yomfl? 

L. AniA. Aids. 

L. Anne. Are you lost? 

L. AiDA. Nao. 

L. Anne. Are those trouaoB t 

L. AiDA. Yus. 

L. Anne. Whose? 

L. AiDA. Urs. Lemmya. 

L. Anne. Does she wear th^nP 

[IjTtiA AiDA rnitZe* briUiantlg. 

L. AiDA. Nao. Sbs sews 'em. 

L. Anne. [Touchtjig the troiuert] They are hard. 
James's are much softer; aren't they, JamesP [James 
deigTig no rept]/] What shall we do? Would you like 
to see my bedroom ? 

L. AiDA. [Wah a hop] Aoh, yus ! 

Jauxei. No. 

L. Anne. Why not ? 

Jaheb. Have some sense of what's fitdn'. 

L. Anne. Why isn't it fittin'F [To larthB Aida] 
Do you like me ? 

L. AiDA. Yus-s. 

L. Ahkb. So do L Come on I 

[She takea Xjttli Anu's hand. 

James. [Bttaeen Ike pSlart] Tommy, ketch 'eml 
[Thomas retaitu them by the tkiria. 

L. Anne. [Feigning indifferenee] All right, then! 
[To Limx Aida] Have you ever seen a bomb P 

L. Anu. Nao, 
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L. Ahnk. [Gomg to Hie table and lifting a cortur <^ 
the cover] Look ! 

L. AiDA. [Looking] What's it for? 

L. Asm. To blow up this house. 

L. AiDA. I daon't fink ! 

L. Amwe. Why not? 

L. AiDA. It's a beautiful big 'ouae. 

L. Akne. That's why. Isn't it, James ? 

L. An>A. You give the Sag to me; I'll Mow up our 
'ouse — it's an tigly tittle 'ouse. 

L. Anne. [Stntck] Let's all blow up our own; then 
we can start fair. Daddy would like that 

L. AiDA. Yus. [Suddenly briUian(l I've 'ad a ride in 
a taxi, an' we're goin' 'ome in it agyne ! 

L. Anne. Were you uck ? 

LiTTUB AiDA. [BriUianii Nao. 

L. Anne. I was, when I first went in one, but I was 
quite young then. James, could you get her a Pfiche 
Melba? There was one. 

Jaubs. No. 

L. AsNX. Have you seen the revc^uti<si ? 

L. AiDA. Wot's that? 

L. Ahkh. It's mad« of people. 

L. AiDA. I've seen the corfin, it's myde o' wood. 

L. Annh. I>o you hate the rich ? 

L. AiDA. [IntiffaUy] Nao. I hates the poor. 

L. Amra. Why? 

L. AiDA. 'Cos th^ 'yn't got nuSn'. 

L. Anne. I love the poor. They're such dears. 

L. AiDA. [Shaking her head with a broad mile] Nao. 
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L. Anns. Why not? 

L. AiDA. rd tyke and lose the lot, I would. 

L. Anns. Where? 

L. AjDA. In the water. 

L. Ammz. like puppies? 

L. AiDA. Yua. 

L. Anni. WhyP 

L. AiDA. Then I'd be shut oi 'em. 

L. Amms. [PuaUed\ Oh! 

The wnce (^ The Fbew u l^xri t» ike hall. 
"Where't the litUe girlt" 
Jammo, Hut's you. Come 'ere ! 

He puts a hand behind Ltttlii Aida's back 

and propelt her totoarde the haU. TazPaxBB 

entert vttik old Mrs. Lkuht. 

I^BBS. Oh ! B«n she is, major domo. Tm going 

to take this old lady to the meeting; th^r want her on 

the pUtfonn. Look after our friend, Mr. Lemmy 

hcxe; Lord William wants to see him presently. 

L. Anns. [In an awed tohitjter] James, it's the little 



She divee again under the foMe, Leuut estert, 
Lzumr. "Ere I 'Arf a mo' ! Yer said yer'd drop 
me at my plyce. Well, I tell yer candid — this 'yn't 
my plyce! 

PRsas. That's all right, Mr. Lemmy. [He grint] 
Thejrll make you wond^uUy comfortable, won't you, 
major domo ? 

He 'pane* on through the room, to the door, 
laherinf old Mas. Lbkut md Ltttlii Aida. 
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PouuiER Mocka Lsuht'b m^, with CKAitLKa 
and Henbt bMnd Aun. 
Fdcldxr. James, watch it; I'll report. 

Be moves away, fotitnomg The Fsna through 
the door. Jaueb between table and winxbui. 
TaouAB hat gone to the door. Hsimy arid 
Charlzs remoM at the eniraneee to the hail. 
LmmfT lookt dtAum^p around, kit oockne}/ 
assurance graduaOy reittnu. 
LxuHT. I tMnk I knows the gas 'ere. This U where 
I came to-dy, 'yn't it? Exciue my hesitytion — these 
little 'ousea is so much the syme ! 
Jaubb. {(SoomUjf] They are 1 

LmofT. {Looking at the four immooahle footTnen, t^ 
he coneenirates on JAime] Ah ! I 'ad a word wiv you, 
'adn't I? You're the four ctmacieiitioiis ones wot's 
wyin' on your gov'ncw'a chest 'Twas you I spoke to, 
wasn't it? [Hie eyet (rarel over them agam] Ye're so 
monotonous. Weil, ye're busy now, I see. I won't 
wyste yer time. 

He tame towarde the haU, but Chabus and 
Hensy bar the way in eUenee. 
[Skidding a little, and regarding thefow immowMet once 
more] I never see such pytient men? Compared wiv 
yer, mountains is restless ! 

He goes to &e table. Jahxb watehee him. 

Axss barkefrom underneath. 

[Skidding again] Why ! Th»«'s a dawg under there. 

[Noting the grin on Thouas'b face] Glad it amooses 

yer. Yer want H, daon't yer, wiv a (yce like that? 
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la this a ply wivaht words ? 'Ave I got into the movtes 
by mistyke? Turn aht, an' let's 'ave six penn'cHtli a' 
darkness. 
L. Anni. [Fr(mbmealhtketabk]lio.nolNoldajkl 
LsaatY. [Muain^y] The dawg talks anywy. Come 
aht, Fido! 

LmuG Annb emerge*, and regardt Mm wUk 
burning curioeity. 
Isy'.lM this the lytest fashicm o' receivin' guests ? 

L. Asms. Mother always wants people to feel at 
home. "What shall we do? Would you like to hear 
the speechesF Thomas, open the door a little, <io t 
JiitEB. 'Umour 'er a couple o' inches. Tommy ! 

Thouab dimea the door back ateaJthily on meh 

L. Ahnx. [After applying her eye — in a loud whisper] 
Tliere's the old lady. Daddy's looking at her trousers. 
IdSt^! 

For Mbs. Leooit's tioiee is floating fain&y 
Araugh: " I puUinihebvttonhides, I ttretches 
the fliei ; I 'ems the boUoins ; / line* the 
anddt ; I pvtt on this bindin' ; I tewi on the 
buttons ; I preues the seams — Tuppence 
three farthin's the pair, 
Lnonr. [In a hoorae wAisper] That's it, old lydy: 
give it 'em ! 
L. Anns. listen! 

Voicx OP Loso W. We are indebted to our friends 
the Press for giving us the pleasure — er — pleasure of 
hearing from her own Upa — the pleasure 
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L. Ammil Oh I Daddf ! 

[Thoilu abntply <^oses tJu doart. 

LziDir. [To Amfx] Now yer've done it. See wot 

cranea o' bem' impytient We wm just gettin' to th« 

L. Anks. What can we do for you now ? 

Lbiut. [Pomtmf to A»nz, and addreumg Jaubb] 
Wot u this one, aayvy? 

Jaub. [SepukhraUy] Daughter o' the house. 

LxmiT. Ii she inaured agynat 'er own curioaity f 

L. Ahnx. Why? 

LxmiT. Aa I daon't bdieve in a life beyond the 
gryve, I might be tempted to send yer there. 

L. Anns. What i« the gryve? 

LBUtr. Where little gdls goes to. 

L. Aima. Oh. uhmf 

LuafT. [PreUnding to took at a «ateh, w&tcft it not 
tktn] Well. I dunno if Fve got time to finish yer this 
mmute. Sy to-morrer at 'aif paat. 

L. Amhii. Half poat what? 

IrBOcr. [Detjiamngfy] 'Arf past wot 1 

[The tound cf applauae u ktard. 

Jaiom. Tliat's 'is Grace. 'E's gettin' wickets, too. 
[PociJ>i!B enteringfroM ths door. 

VaVLDBL Lord VraSiam ia slippin' in. 

B* maltM a cdbalutie rign uUk kit head, 
Jaksb otohm to the door. IdncHX loob 



..gniaOb, Google 



ACT HI THE FOUNDATIONS 78 

Lxaiitr. [Svddetdy — <u to kimK)fl Wot oh ! I am 
the portly one ! 

FoDLDER. [Severdy] Any ouch alliuion aggeravates 
your offence. 

Lemmt. Oh, ah t Look 'ere, it was a corked bottle. 
Now, tyke care, tyke care, 'augfaty ! Daon't curl yer 
lip ! I shall mj^ a clean breast o' my bdryal when 
the time comes ! 

There U a ilight vweemeni cf the door. Ahmb 
makee a dive lowardt the table but U arretted 
by PoTTiiDCB graepittg her wai^band. Iobd 
WnuAM ^pi in, foOovied Ay Thd Pans, 
on uAom Jahxb and Thoicas cbwe the door 
too man. 
ELUjT <W tbb Fbbbb. [IndigTumily] Look out 1 
Jauib. Do you want him in or out, me Lord ? 
LravY. I ay, you've divided the Fren; 'e was 
unanimous. 

[The FoOTKEN let The Pbebb through. 
Low W. [7*0 Tbb Fbebs] I'm so srary. 
Xtootr. Would yer like me to see to 'is gaa ? 
LoBO W. So you're my friend of the cdlan? 
LiaafT. [Uneatt/] I daon't deny it. 

[FotJUiKR begins removing LrrniE Amn. 
L. AmtB. Let me stay. Daddy; I haven't seen any- 
thing yett If I go, I shaO cnly have to come down 
ogwn when the^ loot the house. Listen! 

The hoane ttraint of the Mi^ieiOaiee an again 
heard from the diitanee. 
LoBD W. immdl^ lUn her iq>, Ftaulderl 
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L. Amo. Wdl, rm coming down a 
time I ahui't have any clothes on, you know. 

Theff wmwA tMhcten the piliart. Lohd Wti- 
UAU maktt a tifn tf dumistaL rAiFoor- 
HBHjUe out. 
Iauut. [^(fnttrinf^] I.UVI7 pyca ! 
Lobs W. IPleaaanay] Now then; let* ■ have our talk, 
Mr. 



Pbxbb. IWha has dipped hie tu)te-iook out] "Bombed 
and Bomber lace to face " 

LnocT. [Uneaey] I didn't come 'oe ogyne cm ras 
own, yer know. Hie Pren betryed me. 

Loan W. Is that old lad; your motber ? 

Lzumr. The syvae. I tell yer itzyte, it was for 'er 
I took that cAd bottle o' pint. It wat orful old. 

Lobs W. Ah! FortP Probably the '8S. Hope 
you both enjcq^ it 

XjEUVT. So far— yus. Mnwerll suffer a bit to- 
inoner, I expect* 

LcMBO W. I duMild Ske to do aramthing foe your 
mother, if youH allow me. 

IdiDfT. Oh I III ^low yer. But I duntto wot 
abellsy. 

LoBD W. I can see she's a fine indepoideat old 
lady! But suiqwse you were to p^ her ten bob a 
week, and ke^ my name out of it F 

Isiorr. Wdl, that's one wy o* yra doin* somcfink, 
'yn'tit? 

LoBD W. I giving you th« mtmey. of coune. 
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FfiEas. [FFr^Tv] "Lord 'miliam, with kingly gen- 
erosity " 

Lemut. [Drawing attention to Ten Prebs u>t(A hia 
Aumh] I By — I daon't mind, meself — if you daon't 

Lord W. He won't write anything to annoy me. 

FilE»s. This ia the big thing. Lord William; it'll get 
the public bang in the throat. 

Le31HT. [CmifidentiaBj/] Bit dyngerous, 'yn't it? — 
trustin' the Press? Their right 'ands never knows 
wot their left 'ands b writin'. [To The PBEea) 'Yn't 
that true, speakin' as a man ? 

Press. Mr. Lemmy, even the Press is c^>able of 
gratitude. 

Lehut. Is it? I should ha' thought it was too im- 
portant for a little thing like that. [To Lord William] 
But ye're quite right; we couldn't do wivaht the Press 
— there wouldn't be no distress, no corfin, no revolu- 
tion — 'eos nobody'd know nuffin' abaht it. Why! 
There wouldn't be no life at all on Earf in these dyes, 
wivaht the Press ! It's them wot says: "Let there be 
Light — an' there is Light." 

Lord W. Umm ! That's rather a new thought to 
me. [Writes on kit ci{ff.] 

Leuht. But abaht Muvver, I'll tell yer 'ow we can 
arrynge. You send 'er the ten bob a week wivaht 
syin' anyfink, an' she'll fink it cornea from Gawd « the 
Gover'ment — yer cawn't tell one from t'other in fiscal 

Lord W. All right; we'll do that. 
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LsuHT. yfiU ja ndyf Td like to ili3rke jet 'and. 
LoBO WnuAH pub Old hit hand, vAtcA 
LsuifT frwpf. 

Pubs. [Writam] "The heart-beat of humanity was 
ui that gnwp between the bob of txnl and the son of 
Idsure." 

Imirr. [Abtady athamed of his emotion] 'Ere, *arf 
a mo' I Which is which ? Daon't ftwget I'm aht o' 
vnaik; Lord \milam, if that's 'is nyme, is workin' 'anl 
at 'is Anti-Sweats ! Wish I could get a job like vat — 
jist suit me ! 

LoBD W. That hito hard, Mr. Lemmy! 

LEiofT. Daon't won? 1 Yer cawn't 'elp bein' hown 
in the purple! 

LoBD W. Ah ! Tdl me, what would you do in my 
place? 

txKUT. Why — as the nobleman sud in 'is well- 
known wy: "Sit in me Club wind^ on' watch it ryne 
on the dam people 1" That's if I was a average noble- 
man ! If I was a bit more noble, I might be tempted 
to come the kind-'earted on twenty thou' a year. 
Some pKfen yachts, or lyce 'ones. But philanthrdpy 
<m the 'ole b syfer, in these dyea. 

LoBD W. So you think one takes to it as a sort of 
iosnrance, Mr. Lemmy? Is that quite fab? 

IjDOCT. Well, we've all got a weakneM towards 
ban' Idnd, simiewhere ababt us. But tlte moment 
weaif comes in, we 'yn't wot I coll single-'earted. If 
yer went into the foundytions of your wealf — would 
yer feel like 'avin' any? It all comes from uwer 
pecqde'a 'atd, unpleasant lyboui— if s all built cm 



•H'^ 



ACTm THE FOUNDATIONS 77 

MuTver u yer might sy. An' if yer dooQ't get rid o' M 
some of it in bein' kind — ^yer dson't feel syfe nor comfy, j \ 

Lord W. [Twutinf hit moutlaehe] Your plulostqihy 
is very pessimistic. 

Leumt. Well, / cftlls meaelf an optimisti I sees the 
worst of everyfink. Never disappynted, can «ffoid to 
'ave me smile und» the blackest sky. HVhen deaf is I j 
squeezm' of me windpipe, I shall 'ave a laugh in itl f { 
Fact is, if yer've 'ad to do wiv gas an' water [upes, yer 
can tyce anyfing. [The distant MarteUlaiae blarea ttpl 
' Aik at the tevdiution 1 

Lord W. [RaAer detpenteli/] I know — hunger and 
all the rest of itl And here am I, a rich man, and 
diHi't know what the deuce to do. 

LiaaiT. Well, I'll tdl yer. Throw yer cellars open, 
an' while the populyce is gettin' drunk, sdl all yer 'ave 
an' go an' live in Ireland; they've got the millennium 
(^ironic over there. 

LoBD Wn<LuH vSert a $hoii, vexed laugh, and 
befine to walk about. 
That's speokin' as a practical man. Speakia' as a 
synt— "Bruvvers, all I 'ave is yours. To-morrer Fm 
goin' dahn to the Lybour Ezchynge to git put on the 
wytin' list, syme as you 1" 

Lord W. But, d it, man, there we should be, 

all together ! Would that hdp 7 

LsiofT. Nao; but it'd syve a lot o' blood. 

Lord Wiluau elopa obrwp&y, and UxA» fint 
at LmofT, then at the coder, ttiU covered 
vrith the Chinese mat. 
Yer thought the Englishman could be taught to shed 
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tJood wiv syfety. Not 'im! Once yer git "im into 
an 'abit, yer cawn't ^t 'im out of it ogyne. "Ell go 
cm sbeddin' blood mechaniod — Conservative by nyture. 
An' 'e won't myke nuffin' o' yours. Not even the 
Preaa wiv 'is 'oneyed wordsTl sty 'is 'and. 

Loud W. And what do you suggest we could have 
done, to avoid trouble ? 

Lemmy. [Warming to hU ffienu] I'U tell yer. If all 
you wealfy nobs wiv kepitel 'ad come it kind from the 
start after the war yer'd never 'a been 'earin' tbe 
Marseilbusy naow. Lord! 'Ow you did talk abaht 
Unity and a noo spirit in the Country. Noo spirit ! 
Why, soon as ever there was no dynger from outaide, 
y« stawted to myke it inride, wiv an iron 'and. Naow, 
you've been in the war an' it's given yer a feeiin' 'eart; 
but most of the nobs wiv kepitel was too old or too 
important to &ght. Tkej/ weren't bom agyne. So 
naow that bad times is come, we're 'owlin' for their 
blood. 

LoBD W. I quite agree; I quite agree. I've often 
said much the same thing. 

Lkumt. Voice cryin' in the wilderness — I daon't sy 
toe was yngels — there was faults on bofe sides. [He 
looki at Thb Pbbss] The Press could ha' helped yer a 
lot. Shall I teU yer wot the Pr*ss did? "It's vital," 
siud the Press, "that the country should be united, 
or it will never recover." Nao strikes, nao 'uman 
nature, nao nufBnk. Kepitel an' Lybour like the 
Siamese twins. And, fust dispute that come along, 
the Press orfa wiv its coat an' goes at it bald-'eaded. 
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An' wot abftht unce? Sich a riot o' nymes collad, in 
I^eaa and Pawlyement — Unpatriotic an' outiygeous 
demanda o' lybour. Blood-sudcin' tyranny o' Kepitel; 
thieves am' dawfp an' 'owliu Jackybiues — genta thiovin' 
books at each other; all the reaourcei of edjucytioa ex- 
hausted 1 If I'd been Prime Minist^ I'd 'ave 'ad the 
Pten's gas cut 'orf at the meter. Puffect liberty, of 
coune, nao Censorship; just sy wot yer Uke — an' never 
be *eard of no more. 

Turning tuddmljf to Tex Fbzbb, who hat been 
wrtbUtRfr tn pocs teitk tkit karangve, and 
now ha» da^oped a touch c^ writer's eramf. 
Whyl Is 'and'i out o' breath I finko'vetl 

Lost) W. Gnat tribute to your eloquence, Mr. 
Lenunyl 

A nidden <t>> qf apptaute and Merapmg cf 
dimrt ia heard; the meding it eriden^ 
breaking up. Lu>T Wiluah comei in, 
JoUowed by Mrs. Lekmt with her troutert, 
and IdTTLB AmA. Lxum ttaree fixedly at 
Vna tvdden radiant apparition.- Hie geae 
heeomu at Suit cf a rabbit regarding a make. 
And tuJdenlg he putt up kit Hand and wipet 
Am brow. 
Last Wn-UAV, going to the table, lift* one end 
cf ike CMnett mat, and lookt at Idooir. 
Then the ttmu to LoBD Wiluau. 
Lu>T W. Billl 

IstocT. [To hit mother — tn a hoarte toAwjwr] She 
calls 'im Bill. 'Ow! "Yn't ilie ITF 
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Lu>T W. [■ijNirli Have 70U spoken to him ? 

[LoBD WoiUAH ahakee his head. 
Not? What have you been saying, then? 
Lord W. Nothing, he's talked iH the time. 
LiDT W. [Vers tow] What a little caution! 
LoBD W. Steady, old girl 1 He's got his eye on 
you! 

Ladt Williah lookt at LtUMY, whote eyes 
are ttiUfieed on her. 

Lavt W. [With reaotrOion] Well, Tm going to tackle 

She mows kncarde LiaaiT, w&> again wipm 
hit brow, and wrtngi out kit hand. 

Mbb. Leuky. Don't 'ee du that. Bob, Yu must 
forgive 'im. Ma'am; it'a 'is admiration. 'E was always 
one for the ladies, and he'm not used to seein' so much 

Lu>Y W. Don't you think you owe us an explana- 
tion? 

Mbs. L. Speak up. Bob. 

[But Lsuinr onln thiflt hit feeL 
My gudenessl '£'ve a-lost 'is tongue. I never knu 
that 'ttppea to 'e before. 

LoBD W. [Trjtinil to break the embaTTOttmetUl No ill- 
teeling, you know, Lemmy. 

[Btd LzmcT etm only roUt hit eyet. 

Ladt W. Don't you think it was lather— incon- 
udecate of you? 
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LnxuT. Muvver, tyke me alit, I'm feelin' fynte! 

Spurti <^ the MarteiSaiae and the mutier of 
the crowd have been coming nearer ; and 
ntddn^ a knocking is heard. PoiTLDiiB 
and Jahbb appear between the piilart. 
VamJUBO. The ptvuUce. me Lord I 
Last W. What! 

LoHD W. Where've you put 'em, Foukler? 
FouIjDIIB. They've put theinelves in the portico, 
me Lord. 

LoBD W. [Swidetdg wiping hie brow] Phew I I aay, 
this ia awful, Nell ! Two qteeches in one evening. 
Nothing else for it, I suppose. Open the window, 
Poulderl 

PouiiDEB. [CrosnTig to the vnndow] We are prqwred 

for any sacrifice, me Lord. [He opent the mndow. 

PstSB. [Writing farumaly] "Lady William stood like 

a statue at bay." 

LoBD W. Got one of those lozenges on you, N^ P 

But Lady Willuu has tdmoat nothing on her, 
Lemuy. [Producing a paper from his pocket] 'Ave 
one o' my gum drops ? "■ 

[Ee passes it to Lobd Wiluajii. 
LoBD W. [Unable to nfvte, takes a large flat gum 
drop from the paper, and looke at it in embarrassment.] 
Ahlthankst Thanks awfully ! 

LEUBfT turns to Littlb Aida, and puis a gum 
drop in her mouth. A burst cf murmurs 
from the crowd. 
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jAuia. [Timeriiig abone the wine cooler] If titer K^ 
Mucy, me Lord, I can always give 'em their own back. 
LoBD W. Steady, James; steady 1 

He putt the gwn drop abeenUy t» Am mondk, 
and turn* up to the open window. 
Voice. [Outride] "Ere tlwy are — the bally pluto- 
crats. [Voioet in diorue : " Bread I Bread I" 
LoBD W. Poulder, go and tell the chef to send out 
anything thoe b m the house — nicely, as if it came 
from nowhere in particular. 

PomjiliR. Very good, me Lord, [Satfo voce] Any 
wise? If I might suggest — Genaao — 'ock? 
Lord W. What you like. 

PocLDER Very good, me Lord. [He goee. 

Lc»D W. I say, dash it. Nell, my teeth are stuck! 
[He worke hit finger in hit mouth. 
Ladt W. Take it out, dwling. 
LoBD W. [Tainng out the gum drop and looJnnff at 
it] What the d«ice did I put it m for? 

Frsm. [fVri^] "With munitable coolness Lord 
William pr^ured to address the crowd." 

[Voicee in tAorut : "Bread I Bread I" 
LoBD W. Stand by to prompt, cJd girL Now for it. 
Hiis ghastly gum dnq>l 

Ladt Wnxuii taket ilfrom kit agitated hand, 
and fiipi it through the mndoio. 

VoiCS. Dahn with the aristo [Choket. 

L&DT W. Oh 1 Bill — eh I It's giue into a mouth I 
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LoBD W. Good God ! 

Voice. Wot'a this? Throwin* things? Mind aht, 
or we'll smash, y er winders [ 

At ili4 voicM in ehorut chant : "Bread I 
Bread I" larrLS Axsi,mghlip)tm$d,dart» 
tn /ram lAe haU. She it followed bg Miss 
Stoezs. Thejf stand littening. 

Loud W. [To Ae Crott>i\ My fiienda, you've come 
to the wnmg shop. There's nobody in London more 
sympathetic with you. [The crowd laugha hoargdg. 
})Vhi»feTing\ Look out, old giri; they can see your 
sboulden. [Lu>r WnjiUii vumet back a step. 
11 1 were a speaker, I could make you feel 

Voici). Look at his white wesldt ! Blood-suckers — 
fattened on the people ! 

[Jahbb dieei hi* hand at the wim cooler. 

LoBD W. I've always said the Government ought 
to take immediate steps 

VoicB. To shoot us dahn. 

Lord W. Not a bit. To relieve the— er— 

LiDT W. [Prompting] Distress. 

Lobd W. Distress, and e: 

I.ADT W. [Promftiftg] Quiet. 

Lord W. [To her] No, na To e 

L. Annb. [Agmtued] Oh, Daddy 1 

Votes. 'E wants to syve Ta dirty great 'ouse. 

LoKD W. [Souted] D if I do! 

[Rude and hoarse Uaighterfrom Ae crowd. 
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Jahib. [With fury] Me Lord, let me blow 'em to 
gjoryl 

Be raitea the cooler and admnctt tovxtrda the 
window. 
LoBD W. [Tvming iharply on hvm\ Drop it, James; 
drop it! 
Pbbss. [Jum^ng] No, do; don't drop !t! 

Jameb retire* crei^aUen to the table, where he 
reptacet the cooler. 
Lord W. [Catching hold qf hie bit\ Look here, I 
must have fought alongside some of 70U fdlows in the 
war. Weren't we jolly well like brotbers? 

A Voice. Not so much bloomin' "Kamerad"; hand 
over yer 'ouse. 

Lord Vf. I was bom with this beastly great house, 
and money, and goodness knows what other entangle- 
ments — a wife and family 

VoiCK. Boni with a wife and family ! 

[Jeert and laughter. 

Lord W. I feel we're all in the same boat, and I 

want to pull my weight If you can show me tiie way, 

I'll tale it fast enougL 

A DzEP VoicB. Stq> dahn thai, an' we'll step up. 

Anothbb Voics. 'Ear, "Ear I 

[A fierce little eheer. 
Lord W. [To Last Wiluau — m dopotr] By Gecvge ! 
I can't get in anywhere ! 
Lu)T \f. [Calmty] Thm shut the window, BUL 



ACT in THE FOUNDATIONS 85 

Lehut. [Who hat been moving towardt Attn. dawiy\ 
Lenune sy a, word to 'em. 

AH atare at him. Lsum approadue the 10171- 
dow, followed by Iirrui Aida. Podldsr 
re-enter* with the three other footmen. 
[At the window] Cheerio ! Cocldea t 

[The siienee of ntrpriee folia on the crowd. 
Tm one of yer. Gas an' water I am. Got more 
grievances an' out of employment than any of yer. I 
want to see their blood flow, syme as you. 

Pbbbb. [Writing] "Bom orator — ready cockney wit 
— saves situation." 

Leuht. Wot I sy is: Dahn wiv the country, dahn 
wiv everyfing. Begin agyne from the found3r1ion3. 
[Nodding hit head back at the room] But we've got to 
ke^ one or two o* these 'ere under glawas, to show 
our future generytiona. An' this one is 'armless. Wa 
pipes is sahnd, 'is 'eart is good; 'is 'ead is not strong. 
'Is 'ouse win mjke a charmin' palace o' vaneties where 
our children can come an' see 'ow they did it in the 
good old dyes. Yer never see sicb waxworks as 'is 
butler and 'is ^ur conscientious khaki footmen. Why 
— wot d'yer think 'e 'as 'em for — ^fear they might be 
out-o'-works like yon an' me. Nao ! Ke^ this one; 
'e's a Flower. 'Arf a mo' ! Til show yer my Muwer. 
Come 'ere, old lydy; and bring yet trahsers. [Ubb. 
Lbhiit comet forward to the window] Tell abaht yer 
speech to the meetin'. 

Mbs. Lbhut. [Bridling] Oh dear ! Well, I cam' in 
with me trousers, an' they putt me up on the pedestory 
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at once, K I tole 'on. [Soldinf up Aelroutert] "Iputt 
in the buttbn'oles, I stretches Hie flies; I lines the 
crutch; I putt on this bindin', I presses the seams — 
Tuppence three fartfaio's a pair." 

[A groan from the croud. 

LsiDrr. [Showing her off\ Seventy-seven 1 Wot'a 
'er income? Twelve bob a week; seven from the Gov- 
er'ntent, an' five from the sweat of 'er brow. Look at 
'ex ! "Yn't she a tight old dear to Iceep it goin' ! Ko 
woAus iat 'er, nao fear ! The gryvc rath» ! 

Mvrmurafrom, the crowd, at whom Mas. Lraof T 
M blandly amUing. 
You cawn't git below 'er — inqrassible! She's the 
foundytions of the country — an' rocky 'yn't the won! 
tor 'em. Worked 'ard all 'er life, brought up a family 
and buried 'em on it Twelve bob a week, an' seven 
when 'er fingers goes, which is very near. Well, naow, 
this torf 'ere cornea to me an' says: "Pd like to do 
somefin' for yer muwer. 'Ow's ten bob a week?" 'e 
says. Naobody arat 'im — quite on 'is own. That's 
the scfft 'e is. [Sinking kia voice cottfidetdio]ly\ Sorf t. 
You bring y^ muwers 'ere, 'e'll do the syme for them. 
I giv yer the 'int 

VoiCB. {From the orowd\ What's 'is osrme? 

Lmonr. They calls 'im BilL 

Voic*. Bill what? 

L. Aksk. Dromondy. 

luuJT W. Anne! 

LnuKT. Dromedary 'is nyme is. 
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Void). [From Ae crowdi Thne dwen for BOl Drom- 
edary. 

LnniT. I sy, there's real aa' 'oin, an' pork wine at 
the back for them as wants it; I 'eard the wnd passed. 
An' look 'ere, if yer want a flag tar the revtJutJon, ^ke 
muwer's tnihsers an' tie 'em to the corfin. Yer 
cawn't 'ave no more inspirin' banner. Ketch I [B« 
tkraiM the trouaera oid] Give Bill a double-barrel fiutt 
to show there's no Ul-feelin'. 'Ip, '[p 1 

The crowd <Aeen, tkm tkndg paaaes aaay, 
nnffing Hi hoarse nereion t^ the MaraeUlaiae, 
tUi aJl that it heard i» a faint murmuring 
and a dittarU harrd-organ jilaying ths same 
tune. 

Faxaa. [WrUing] "And far up in the clear summer 
ur the larks were singing." 

Lord W. [Pcusing hit hand okt hit hair, and bUnk- 
inghiteyet] James! Beady? 

James. Me Lord t 

L. Anite. D^dy! 

Ladt W. [Taking hit arm] Bill I Ifs all light, old 
man — all right! 

LoBD W. [BlinJnng] Those infemallarics ! Thought 
we were on the Somme agunl Ah! Mr. Lemmy, 
[Still rather dreamy] no end obliged to you; you're so 
decent. Now, why did you want to blow us up before 
dinner? 

LxuuT. Blow yer up? [Patting hit hand oner hit 
hair in bvmtty] "Is it a dream? Tbea wykin' would 
be pyne." 
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